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Advertiſement. - + - 


HE Author might here ( according to the Iaudi:- 
ble cuſtom of Prefaces ) entertain the Reader with 
a Diſcourſe of the Original, Progreſs, and Rules 
| of Satyr, and" lgt him underſtand, that he has 
lately Read Caſatibon, and ſeveral other Criticks upon the 
Point ; but at preſent he is minded to wave it, as a vanity 
he ws in no wiſe fond of. Hy only intent now # to give a 
brief account of what he Publiſhes, in order to prevent what 
Cenſures he Fs may colourably be paſt thereupon: And 
that is, as followeth : | 
What he calls the Prologue, i in imitation of Perſus, who 
has prefix'd ſomewhat by that Name before his Book of Satyrs, 
and may ſerve for a pretty good Authority. The firſt Satyr he 
drew by Sylla's Ghoſt in the great Johnſon, which may be 
perceived by ſome ſtrokes and touches therein, however ſhort 
they come of the Original. In the ſecond, he only followed rhe 
" ſwinge of hs own Genius. The Deſign, aud ſome Paſſages of 
the Franciſcan of Buchanan, Which ingenious confeſſian he 
thinks fit to make, to ſhew he has more modeFty than the 
common Padders in Wit of theſe times. He doubts, there 
may be ſome few miſtakes in Chronology therein, which for 
want of Books he could not inform himſelf in. If the skilful 
Reader meet wirh any ſuch, he may the more eaſily pardon 
them upon that fcere. Whence he had the hint of the fourth, 
# obvious to all, that are any thing acquainted with Horace. 
And without t he Authority of ſo great a Preſident, the ma- 
king of an Image ſpeak, 1 but an ordinary Miracle in Poetry. 
He expetts, that ſome will tax him with Buff oonery, and turn- 
ing holy things into ridicule. But let them Read, how ſeverely 
Arnobius, La&antius, Minutws Felix, and the gravest 
Fathers, have raillyd the fopperies and ſuperſtitions of the 


A2 Heathen, 


Heathen, and then conſider whether thoſe, which he has 
choſen for his Argumgnt, are not as worthy of laughter. 
The only difference 1s, that they did it in Proſe, as he does in 
Verſe, where perhaps tis the more allowable. | 

As for the next .Poem (which i the moſt liable to cenſure ) 
tho the world has given it the Name of the Satyr againſt 
Vertue, he declares 'twas never deſign'd to that intent; how 
apt ſoevver ſome may be to wreſt it. Aud this appears by 
what 3s ſaid after it, and is diſcernable enough to all, that 
have the ſenſe tounderſtand. it ® 'T1vas meant to abuſethoſe, 
who valued themſeFues upon their Wit and Parts, in praiſing 
Vice ; and to ſhew, that others of ſober Principles, if they 
would take the ſame liberty im Poetry, could ſtrain as high 
. rants in Profaneneſs as they. At firſt he intended it not 
for the publick, nor to paſs beyond the privacy of two or three 
Friends ;. but (eeing it had the Fate to ſteal abroad in Mann- 
ſcript, and afterwards in Print, without hs knowledg ; he 
now thinks it a Tu5tice due to his 02vn Reputation,to have it 
come fort h without thoſe faults, which it has ſuffered from 
Tran{cribers and the Preſs hitherto, and which make it a 
worſe Satyr upon himſelf, than upon 2vhat it was deſign'd. 

Something ſhuuld be ſaid too of the laſt Trifle, if it were © 
worth it. "Twas occaſioned upon reading the late Tranſlations 
of Ovid's Epiſtles, which gave him a mind to try what he 
could do upon a like Subjett. Thoſe being already foreſtall d, 
he thought fit to make choice of the ſame Poet, whereon per- 
haps be has taken too much liberty... Had he ſeen Mr.San- 
dys his Tranſlation before he began, he never durſt have wen-« 
tured: Since he has, and finds reaſon enough to deſpair of his 
wdertaking. But now tis done, he « loth to burn it, and 
chuſes rather to give ſomebody clſe the trouble. The Reader 
may do as he pleaſes, either like it, or put it to the uſe of 
Mr. Jordan's Works. 'Tix the firſt attempt he ever made 
. mnthis kind, and likely enough to be the laſt, his wein ( if he 
may be thought to have any ) lying another way. 
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PROLOGUE. 


OR who can longer hold 2 when every Preſs, 
F The Bar and P«!pit too has broke the Peace ? 
When every ſcribling Foo/at the alarms 
Has drawn his Pen, and riſes upin Arms 2 
And not a dull Pretender of the Town, 
Bur vents his gall in Pampblet up and down 2 -- 
When all with licence rai/, and who will nor, 
Muſt be almoſt ſuſpeCted of the P L OT, 
And bring his Zeal or elſe his Parts in doubt ? 
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2.5 PROL OG9E. 
 Inyain our Preaching Tribe attack the Foes, - ' 
In vain their weak Artillery oppoſe; ; 

Miſtaken honeſt men, who prayely y Lame, ” 
And” hope that gentle Doftrine ould rechaim.--" 
Are Texts, and ſuch exploded rifles fit 
Timpoſe, and ſham upon a Jeſuit: ? 

Would they the dull old Fiſher-men compare 
With mighty Suarez, and great Eſcobar 2 
Such thred-bare proofs, and ſtale Authorities 
May ©s poor ſimple Fereticks ſufficct 

But to a ſear'd 1gnatiar's Conſcience, 


. _. 


Harden'd, as his own Face, with Impudence;,, | 
Whoſe Faith in contradiCtion bore, w hom Lies,” 7 
Nor Non-ſenſe, nor [mpoſſibiliries, 
Nor ſhame, nor death, nor damning can aſlail : 
Not theſe mild fruitleſs methods will avail. © 

Tis pointed Satyr, and the ſharps of Wit 
For ſucha prizeare th' only Weapons fit: 
Nor needs there Art, or Genius here to uſe, 


Where Indignation can Create a mufe : 
Should 


PROLOGY EE. 
Shoald Parts, and Nature fail, yet very ſpite 


3 


Would make the arrantſt Wild, or Withers Write, 


Ic is refolv'd : henceforth an endleſs War, 
I and my Muſe with chem, and theirs declare 3 
Whom neither open Malice of the Fees, 
Nor private Daggers, nor.St. Omers Doſe, 
Nor all, that Godfrey felt, or Monarchs fear, 
Shall from. my vow'd, and ſworn revengedeter. 
Sooner ſhall falſe Court Favourites prove juſt, 
And faithful ro their Kings, and Countrys truſt : 
Sooner ſhall they dereft rhe tricks of Szate, 
And knav'ry, ſuits, and bribes, and flatr'ry hate 2 
Bawd's ſhall turn Nuns, Salt D—s prow chaſt, 
And Paint, and Pride, and Lechery dereſt : 
Popes ſhall for Kings Supremacy decide, 
And Cardinals for Huguenots be try'd : 
Sooner (which is the great'ſt impoſlible ) 
Shalb the vile Brood of Loyola, and Hell 
Give o'er to Plot, be Villains, and Rebel 
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Cl PROLOGUE. 
Than-I with utmoſt ſpite, and: vengeanceceale,  / 
To proſecute, and'plague their curſed race. 

The: rageiof Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contenin'd, and fcormd,or proffer'd Juſt denicd : 
The malice of Religioua-angry: Zeal,” | 
And all; 'caſhier'd reſenting States-men feel : 

What prompts dire”. Hags' in -their'own blood ro 
And ſellcheir very ſouls to Hell for ſpite: V5 
All this urge on my _rank'envenom( ſpleen, - 

' And with keen Satyredg my ſtabbing Pen : 

That its..cach home-fet; thruſt their blood may 
Each.yop:of Ink like Aquafortis gnaw.: . (Ara, 
Red hor-with-vengeance thus; Fil brand'diſgrace 
So deefg:0h time ſhall/cer the marks deface: 


Till my ſeygre and, exemplary doom: 

Spread wider than-their guilt, *tjll it become 
More -dreaded than'the.Bor,: ahd (riphren worle 
Than damning . Pope's. 4nathems's,:and-cutle. 
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Garnet's Ghoſt addreſjmg to the Je 
ſuis, met in private Cabal juſt af - 
ter the Murder of Godfrey. 


Y Hell 'twas brayely done! what leſs than. 
this? 


—__— 


W hat Sacrifice of meaner worth, and price F 
Could we have ofter'd up for our ſucceſs? 

So fare all they, who cer provoke our_ hate, 
Who by like ways prefume to tempt theirfate ; | 
Fare cachlike this bold medling Fool, and be. - 
As well ſecur'd, as well diſpatch'd as he: 

Would, he were here, yet warm, that we might 
His reaking gore, and drink upev'ry vein ? ( ad 
That were a glorious ſanftion, much like thine, 
Great Roman / made upona like deſign : 
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Like thine ; we ſcorn ſo mean a Sacrament, 


To ſeal, and conſecrate our high intent, 


We ſcorn baſe Blood- ſhould our great League 
cement ; | 


Thou didfſt ir with a flave, but we think good 
To bindour Treaſon with a bleeding God. 

Would it were Zi ( why ſhould I fear to name, 
Or you to hear't?) at which we nobly aim! 


Lives yet that hatred ex'my of our Cauſe ? 

Lives He our mighty projets to oppoſe? 

Can Hs weak innocence, and Heaven's care. 
Be thought ſecurity from what we dare? 

Are you then Jeſuits 2 are you fo for nought? 
In all the Carholick depths of Treaſon taught ? 
In orthodox, and folid pois'ning read? 

In each profounder art of killing bred 2 

And can you fail, or bungle in your trade? 
Shall one poor life your cowardice upbraid ? 
Tame daſtard ſlaves ! 'who your profeſſion ſhame, 
And fix diſgrace on our great Faunder's name. 


Think 


upon the Jeſuits. .- 
" Think what late Series (an ignoblecrew, 
Not wotthy to be rank'd in fin with you ) 
Ioſpic'd with lofty wickedneſs, durſt do: 

How from his Throne they hurFda Monarchdown, 
And doubly cas'd him of both Life, and. Crown : 
They ſcorn'd, in covert their bold att to hide, 

In open face of Hcav'n the work they did, 


And brav'd its vengeance, and its pow'rs defi'd. | 
This is his Son, and morral too like him, 
Durſt you uſurp the glory of the crime ; 
And dare ye not? I know, you fcorn to bz 
By fuch as they, out-donein villany, 

Vour proper province ; true, you urg'd them on, 
Were Engins inthe fact, but they alone 

Share all the open credir, and renown. 


Bur hold! I wrong our Church, and Cauſe, which 
need 


; No forcin inſtance, nor what others did : 
Fhink on that matchleſs 4ſaſin», whoſe name 
We with juſt pride can make our happy-elaim; 
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He,. who-at Killing of ati Emperor, 
To give his poiſon ſtronger force, and pow'r 
\Mixta God. with't, and made it work more lure: 
J Bleſt memory! which ſhall through Ape to come : 
| Stn] ſacred in the Liſts of Hel, and Rome. 
- Let our;great Clement-and Ravillac's name, 


Your Spirits to like heights of fin inflame ; 
Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe to die 
T' have each a Royal Ghoſt their company. 
Heroick Act! and worththeir tortures well, 
Well worth the ſuffi ring of a double Hell, 
That, they felthere,' and. that below, they feel. 
- Andif theſe cannot moye you, as they ſhou'd 
Jer me, and, my example fire your blood 1 _ * + 
Think on my vaſt attempt, a glorious deed, 
Which durſt the Fateshaye ſuffer'd to. ſucceed, 

Had rival'd els moſt proud exploit, and boaſt, 
Ev* n that; which wou'd'the King of Fates depos'd: 
Curſt be the day, and necr-in time inrol'd, = 
And curſt tho Star; whoſe fpiteful influence rul'd > 


The lucklefMinute, which my projedt ſpoil'd : 
Thc luckleljnure, which my pro) Gark 


upon the\. Jehiits: o 


Had you but half my bravery in Sin, 
Your work had never thus unfiniſh'd bin : 


9 
Curſe on that Pow'r, who,of himſelf afraid,... 
My glory with my brave deſign berray'd : - 

Juſtly he fear'd, {eſt I, whoſtrook fo high. - -.- 
In guilt, ſhould next blow up his Realm, and Sky+ 
Andfo Thady at leaſt I would have durſt, 

And failing, had got off with Fame at worft. 


2 "$ 
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Had I bin Man, -and the great A&to do; + -- 
H'ad dy'd'by this; and bin what Tamnow;-" - 


Or what Zi Father is: I would leap Hell - 
Toreach 7s Life, tho inthe midſt Ifell, . 
alt deeper than' before, 


Letrabble Souls, of narrow aim, and reach, 
Stooptheir vile Necks, and dull obedience preach: 
Let them with {laviſh aw (diſdain'd by me ) 
Adore the purple Rag of Majeſty, 

And think'ta facred Relick of the Sky : 

Well may ſuch Fools a baſe Subje&tion own, 
Vaſſals to every 4/s, that loads a Throne : : 


; 


Un- 
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Unlike'the foul, with which proud I was born, 

Who could rhat fncaking thing a Monarch ſcorn, 

Spurnoft a Crown, and ſet my foot in ſport 

Upon the head, that wore it, trod in dirt. | 
But fay, what is't that binds your hands 2 do's fear 

From ſuch a glorious action you deter ? 

Or is'r Religion ? but you ſure diſclaim 

That frivolous pretence, that empty name : 

Meer bugbear word, devisd by 7s to ſcare 

The ſenſleſs rour ro flaviſhneſs,' and fear, 

Ne'er know to aw the brave, and thoſe, that dare. 

Such weak, and feeble things may ſerve for checks 

To rein, and curb baſe-mettled Hereticks; 

Dull creatures, whoſe nice bogling conlciences 

Seartle, or ſtrain at ſuch ſlight crimes as theſe; 

Such, whom fond inbred honeſty befools, 

Or that old muſty piece the Bible oulls: 

That hated Book, the bulwark of.ous foes, | 

Whereby they {till uphold theit rott'ring cauſe... 


Ler 


. #pon-the Jeſuits. It 
Let no ſuch toys miſlead you ffom the road 
Of glory, nor infe& your Souls with good: 
Let never bold incroaching Virtue dare - 
With her grim holy face to enter there, 
No, notin very Dream : have only will 
| Like Fiends, and Me tocover, and act ill: 
Let true ſubſtantial wickedneſs take place, 
' Uſurp, and Reign; let it the very trace | 
(If any yet be left) of good deface. 
It ever qualms of inward cowardice 
(The things, which ſome dull ſors call cdnſcience ) 


riſe, 
Let them in ſtreams of Blood,and Slaughter drown, 
Or with new weights of guilt ſtill preſs *emdown, 


Narture it ſelf, whatever checks there be 


Shame, Faith, Religion, Honor, Loyalty, 
Tolooſe, and uncontrol'd impiety, 


Be all extinCt in you; own no remorſe 
But that you've balk'd a fin, have been no worſe, 
Or toomuch pity ſhewn,— 


Be 


7, SATTR I, 
Be diligent in Miſchiefs Trade, be cach 
Performing as a Dev/'l; nor ſtick to reach 
Ac Crimes mioſt dangerous; where bold deſpair, | 
Mad luſt, and heedleſs blind revenge would ner 
-  Eyn look, march you without a bluſh; ot fear, 
Inflam'd by all-che hazards that oppole, 
And firm, as burning Martyrs to your Cauſe, 

- Then you're true Jeſuits, then you're fit to be 
Dilciptesof great Loyola and Me: 
Worthy to acdeTals; | worthy a Plot, 
Like this; and fic toſcourge a Huguenot. 


 Plagues on that Name ! may ſwift confuſi ion 
© Neize, 


And utterly-blot our the curſed Rate : 
Thrice damn'd be that Apoftate Monk, from whom 
Sprung firſt:thefe Enemies of Us, and Rome - 


Whoſe poisnous; Filrh, _— rom Rory 
Brain, | 


By.1 monſtrous Bicth did the vile Infedts ſpawn, 

Which now infeſt cach Country, and defile 

With their o'erſpreading {warms this goodly Je, 
i Once 


' Once it was.ours, and'ſubjet to- our Yoke,.\......” 
Till a late reigning Witch-th'Enchantment budke's 
Ir ſhall again: A## and I fay't : have ye ;!-i- --7 
Bur courageto mdke. good-the Propheſies -/' |. 
Not Fate it felf ſhall hinder —— 71 .oe 
| Too ſparing was the time, too mild theday,' * 
When our great Mary bore the Engliſh lay? 
Unqueenlike pity marr'd her Royal Pow'r," - - : .* 
Nor was her Purple dy'd enough in Gore; © 7 | 
Four, or five hutdred, ſuch like petcy fum,+}-;.” | 
Mightfall perhapsa Sacrifice to:Rome, | il, it! 
Scarce worth thenaming : had:I:had thePow/r,. 
Or been-thought fit 'rhave been: ber Connſedor; 
She-ſhou'd haye raisd it ro a nobler ſcore. .: > _. 
Big Boyefires ſhould bave blaz'd,andſhonecachday_ 
To tell our 'Friumphs, and make bright our. way : 


And when 'twas dark, inevery Lane; and Streer 


Thick flaming! Hereticks ſhould ſerve to light, 
And fave the needlefs Charge of Links by night: 


Smith» 
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Smithfield ſhould ſtill have kept a conſtant fire, 
Which never ſhould be quench'd, never expire, 
But with the lives of all che miſcreant rout, 
Till che laſt gaſping breath had blown ir our. 

So Nero did, fuch was the prudent courſe 


Taken by all his mighty Succeſlors, 
To tame like Hereticks of old by force : 
They ſcorn'd dull reaſon, and pedantick rules 


To conquer, and reduce the harden'd Fools : 


| Racks, Gibbets, Halters were their arguments, 
Which did moſt undeniably convince : 

Grave bearded Lioxs manag'd the diſpure, 

And reverend Bears their DoQrines did confute : 
And all, who would ftand our in Riff defence, 
They gently claw'd, and worried into ſenſe : 
Better than all our S#rbon detards now, 

Who would by dint of words our Fees ſubdue, 
This was the rigid Dſcipline of old, 
Which modern fots for Perſecution hold : 


1] 


#pon the Jeſuits. 5 
Of which dull Annalifts in ftory tell /'-* : 


Strange Legends, and huge bulky Yolumes {well 
With Martyr d Fools, that loſt theic way to Hell. 
From theſe, our Church's glorious Anceſtors, © 


We've learnt our arts, -and made their Methods 
-OUrS; 


Norhave we come behind, the leaſt FI 
In atts of rough and manly cruelry : 
Converting Fagpots, and the pow'rful ſtake, 
And Sword reſiſtleſs our Apoſtles make. 
This heretofore Bohemia felr, and thus 
Were all the num'rous- Proſelytes of Fuſs 
Cruſh'd with their bead : So Waide's curſed rout, 
And thofe of Wickliff herewererootedout, (choſe, 
Their names ſcarce left. —Sure were the means, we 
And wrought prevailingly: Fire purg'd the droſs | 
Of thoſe foul Zerefies, and ſovereign Steel 
Lopt off th'infeted Limbs the Church to heal. 
Renown'd was that French Brave,renown'd his 
Adecd, for which the day deferves irs red ach 


Far more than for a paltry Saixt, that dicd : 
How 
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How good!y was the Sight | how fine the Show 
When Paris faw through allirs Channels flow -- 
The blood of Hugaemats; when the: full Seing +7 
Swell'd with the flood,its Banks withjoy o'er-ran! 
He'ſcorn'd: like common Murderers to, deal | 
By parcels and piece- -meal ; he ſcorn'd Rerail 


Fch' Frace of death:' whole Myriads died by 
th' great, , 


Soon as one ſinple-life ; :{ſo/quick their Fa ate, | 

Their very Pray'rs and: Wikhes came too late. 
This a Avg did : and great, and mighty 'twas. 

Worthy his highdegree,'and Pow'r and Place, . 

And worthy, oue./Religzon,, aud our Canſe:. 

| Unmatch'd,/c had been, had not Mac quire aroſe, 

The bold Mag-quire ( who readin modern Fame, - 

Can be a Stranger to his Worth, and-Name 2 ) 

Born to out-fin a Monarch, born-to Reign.. . 

In Guilt, and all Competitors diſdain 2 

Dread memory ! |whoſeeach mention ſtill can make 

PaldlHerericks with trembling horror Ma 


'Tundo 
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T*undo a Kingdom, to atchieve a crime 
Like his; who would not fall and die like him 2 


Never had Rome a nobler ſervice done, | 


Never had He#; each day came thronging down 

Vaſt ſhoals of Ghoſts, and mine was pleas'd, & glad, | 

And ſmil'd, whenit the brave revenge ſurvey'd. 
Nor do I mention thele great Inſtances 

For bounds, and limits to your wickedneſs : 

Dare you beyond, fomething our. of the road 

Ot all example, where none yet have trod, * , 

Nor ſhall hereafter : what mad Catiline 

Durſt never think, nor's madder Poet feign. 

Make the poor baffled Pagan Fool confeſs, 

How much a Chriſtian Crime can conquer his : 

How far in gallant niiſchief overcome, 

The old muſt yield to new, and modern Rome, 

Mix 1/s paſt, preſent, future, in one at; 

One high, one brave, one great, one glorious Fact, 

Which Ze/, and very / may cnyy— 

Such as a God himſelf might wiſh to he 

I C A 
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A Complice in the mighty vi/any 
And barter's Zeaven, and vouchfafe to die. 
Nor let. Delay (the bane of Enterpriſe) 
Marr yours, or make the great importance: mils. 
This fa has wak'd your Enemies, and their fear 3 
Let it your vigour roo, your haſte, and care. 
Be ſwift, and let your deeds foreſtal intent, 
Foreſtal ev'n wiſhes, cre they can take vent, 
Nor give the Fates the Jeiſurc to prevent, 
Let. the full Clouds, which a long time did wrap 
Your gath'ring thunder, now with ſudden clap, 
Break out upon your Fes; daſh, and confound, 
And ſpread avoidleſs ruin all around. 
Let the fir'd City to your Pl give light; 
You raz d it half before, now raze it quite. 
Do't more efteQually ; I'd ſee it glow 
In flames unquenchableas-thoſe below. 
I'd ice the Miſcreants with their houſcs burn, 


And a!l together into aſhes turn. 


Bend 
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Bend next your fury to the curſt Divan; 

That damn'd Committee, whom the Fates-ordain 

Of all our well-laid Plots to be the bane. 

Unkennel thoſe Szate-Foxes where they ly 

Working your ſpeedy fate, and deſtiny. 

Lug by the cars the doting Prelates thence, 

Daſh ZZereſie together with their Brains 

Our of their ſhatter'd heads. Lop off the Lords 

And Commons at one ſtroke, and let your Swords 

Adjourn 'em all togh' other World 
Would I were bleſt with fleſh and blood again, 

But to be ACtor in that happy Scene! 


Yet thus I will be by, and glut my view, 
Revenge ſhall cake irs fill, in ſtate I'll go 
. With captive Ghoſts Yattend me down below. 

Ler thefe the Handſels of your vengeance be, 
But ſtop not here, nor flag in cruelty. 
Kill like a Plague, or Iquifition; ſpare 
No Age, Degree, or Sex3 on:y to wear 
A Soul, only to own a Lite, be here 

C 2 Thought 
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Thought crime enough to loſe't : no time, nor 
Be Sanctuary from your outrages. (pace 
Spare not in Churches knecling Prieſts at pray'r, 
Tho interceding for you, (lay ev'n there, 
Spare not young Infants ſmiling at the breaſt, 
Who from relenting Fools their mercy wreſt : 
Rip teeming Wombs, tear out the hated Brood 
From thence, & drown 'em in their Mothers blood. 
Pity not Y7rgins, nor their tender-cries, 
Tho proſtrate at your feet with melting cyes 
' Alldrown'd in tears ; ſtrike home, as *twere in /»/f, 
And force their begging hands to guide the thruſt. 
Raviſh at th* Altar, kill when you have done, 
Make them your Rapes, and ViCtims too in one. 
Nor let gray hoary hairs proteCtion give ' 
To 4ge,, juſt crawling on the verge of Life: 
Snatch from its leaning hands the weak ſupport, 
And with it knock't into the grave with ſport ; 


Brain the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 


You've kindly rid him of his miſery. 


Scal 
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Seal up your Ears to Mercy, leſt their words 
Should rempr a pity, ram 'em with your Swords 


( Their tongues too ) down their throats; ler” cm 
not dare 


To mutter for their Souls a gaſping Pray'r, 
But in the utt'rancechoak't, and ſtab it there. 
'Twere witty handſom Malice (could you do't) 
 Tomake'em dic, and make'em damn'd to boor. | 
Make Children by one Fate with Parents die, 
Kill ev'n revenge in next Poſterity : 
So youll be peſter'd with no Orphans cries, 
No Childleſs Mothers curſe your Memories, 
Make Death, and Deſolation ſwim in blood 
Throughout the Land, with nought roſtop the flood 
But ſlaughter'd Carcaſles; till the whole 1/ſe 
Become one tomb, become one fur'ral pile ; 
Till-ſfuch vaſt numbers ſwell the countleſs ſum, 
That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want room. 
Great was that Tyrants wiſh, which ſhould be 


Did I not ſcorn the leavings of a fin ; ( mine, 
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Freely I would beſtow't on England now, (zrow, 

That the whole Nation with one neck might 

To be ſlic'doft, and you to give the blow. 

What neither Saxon rage could here inflict, 

Nor Danes more ſavage, nor the barb'rous Pit; 

What Spain or Eighty Eight could c'er devile, 

With all its Flzez, and freight of cruelties ; 

What ne'er Medina wiſh'd, much leſs could dare, 

And bloodier Alva would with trembling hear ; 

What may ſtrike our dire Prodigies of old, 

And make their mild, and gentler acts untold ; 

What Heav'ns Judgments, nor the angry Stars, 

Foreign Invaſions, nor Domeſtick Wars, 

Plague, Fire, nor Famine could effett or do ; 

All this, and more be dar'd, and done by you. 
But why dolI with idle talk delay 

Your hands, and while they ſhould be ating, ſtay? 

Farewel : 

It 1 may waſt a Pray'r for your ſucceſs, 


Hell be your aid, and your high projeQts bleſs! 
| May 
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May that vile Wretch, if any here there be, 


That mean!y ſhrinks from brave Iniquity ; 
If any here feel pity, or remorſe, 
May he feel all, I've bid you a&t, and worſe! 
May he by rage of Foes unpitied fall, 
And chey tread out his hated Soul to Hell. 
May's Name, and Carcaſe rot, exposd alike to be 


The everlaſting mark of grinning Intamy. 


2.4 


em 
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N:; if our ſins are grown ſo highof late, 


That Heav'n no longer can adjourn our fate; 


May's pleaſe ſome milder Vengeance to devile, 
Plague, Fire, Sword, Dearth, or any thing bur this. 
Let it.rain ſcalding Show'rs of Brim/tone down, 
To burn us, as of old the /u/tful Town : 
Let a new deluge overwhelm agen, 
And drown at onc: our Land, our Lives, our Sin. 
Thus gladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, 
To have this worſt of //s remov'd away, - 
Judgments of other kinds are often ſent 
In mercy only, not for puniſhment : 
But where theſe light, they ſhew a Nation's fate 
Is given up, and paſt tor reprobate. 

When God his ſtock of wrath on Egypt ſpent, 
To make a ſtubborn Land, and King repent, 


Sparing the reſt, bad he this one Plague ſent 3 


| For 
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For this alone his People had been quit, 

And Pharaoh circumcis'd a Profelyte. 
Wonder no longer why no Curſe, like theſe, 

Was known, or ſuffer'd jn the Prim'tive Days: 

They never finn'd enough to merir it, (fit, 

'Twas therefore what Heavens juſt pow'r though 

. To ſcourge this latter, and more finful age 

With all the dregs, and ſqueefings of his rage. 
Too dearly is proud Spain with Exgland quit 

For all her loſs ſuſtein'd in Eighty Eight ; 

For all the //ls, our Warlike Virgin wrought, 

Or Drake,and Rawleigh her great Scourges brought. 

Amply ſhe was reveng'd in that one birth, forth; 

When Hell for her the Biſcatn Plague brought 

Great Counter plague! in whichunhappy we 

Pay back her Suff rings with full uſury : 


Than whom alone none ever was defign'd 


T'cntail a wider curſe on Human Kind, 
But he, who firſt begot us, and firſt fin'd, 


Happy 
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Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, 
(Leſs damn'd at leaſt, and leſs accurſt than now ) 
If carly with leſs guilt in War th'hadſt dy'd, 

And from enſuing miſchiefs Mankind freed. 

Or when thou view'dſt the Zoly Land, and Tomb, 
Th'hadſt ſuffer'd there thy brother Traitor's doom. 
Curſt be the womb, that with the Firebrand teem'd, 
Whichever ſince has the whole Globe inflam'd ; 
More curſt that ill aim'd Sho?, which baſely miſt, 
Which maim'd a Limb, but ſpar'd thy hated breft, 
And madeth'at once a Cripple, and a Prie/t. 

But why this wiſh ; The Cherch if fo might lack 
Champions, good works, and Saints forth' Almanack. 
Theſe are the Fanizaries of the Cauſe, 

The Life-Guard of the Reman Sultan, choſe 

To break the force of Huguenots, and Foes. 
The Churches Zawkers i» Divinity. { 

Who 'ſtead of Lace, and Ribbons, Dottrine cry : 
Rome's Strowlers, who ſurvey each Continent, 


| Trs.erinkets, and commodities to vent. 
Ex- 
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Export the Goſpel, like mere ware, for ſale, 
And truckt for Indigo, and Cutchoneal. 
As the known Fadors here, the Brethren, once 
Swopt Chriſt about for Bodkins, Rings, and Spoons. 
And ſhall theſe great Apoſtles be contemn'd, 
; And thus by ſcoffing Hereticks defam'd 2 
They, by whoſe means both 7ndies now enjoy 
} The twochoice Bleſſings, Pox and Popery 2 
| Which buried elſe in ignorance had been, 


2? Nor known the worth of Beaz's, and Be/larmine > 


'1 Irpitied holy Mother Church to ſee 

[| A World fodrown'd in groſs Jdolatry : 

4 Itgriev'd to fee ſuch goodly Nations hold 
| Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. 


/ Strange! what a zeal can Cojz infuſe! 


What Charity Pzeces of Eight produce! 


2 So you werechoſenthe fitteſt toreclaim 

The Pagan World, and piv't a Chriſtian Name. 
1 And preat was the ſucceſs ; whole Myriads ſtood 
At Font, and were baptiz'd intheir own blood. 
Millions 
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Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 


Before their time; be damn'd before their turn. 
Yet theſe were in compaſſion ſent to Hell, 
The reſt reſerv'd in ſpite, and worle to feel, 
Compell'd.inſtead of Fiends to worſhip you, 
The more inhuman De-w11s of the two. 
Rare way, and method of Conver/jon this, 
To make your Yotaries your Sacrifice! 
If to deſtroy be Reformation thought ; 
A Plague as well mightrhe good work have wrought, L 
Now ſee we why your Founder, weary grown 
Would lay his former Trade of Xi/ling down; 
He found 'twasdull, he found a Crown would be | 
A fitrer caſe, and badge of cruelty. | 
Each ſniv'lling Hero Seas of Blood can ſpill, 


When wrongs provoke, and Honour bids him kill. * 


Each tiny Bully Lives can treely bleed, 4 
When preſs'd by 47xe, or Punk to knock o'th'head : | 
p 


Give me your through-pac'd Rogue, who ſcorns 
Prompted by poor Revenge, or Injury, (to be 


Bur does it of truc inbred cruelty : 
Your , 


apon the Jeſuits. 29 
Your cool, and ſober Murderex, who prays, 
And ſtabs at the fame time, who one hand has 
Stretch 'd up to Heav'n; rother to make the Pals. 
Sothe late Saints of bleſſed memory, 
Cut throats in Godly pure ſincerity : 
So they with lifted Hands, and eyes devout, 
Said Grace, and carv'd a flaughter'd Monarch our. 
When the firſt Traitor Cain ( too good to be 
J Thought Patron of this black Fraternity) 
, 4 His bloody Tragedy of old deſign'd, 


One death alone quench'd his revengeful mind, 


— *.__ RE 


J Content with but a quarter of Mankind : 


7 Had he been Jeſuit, had he bur put on 
Their ſavage cruelty ; the reſt had gone: 


His hand had ſent old 44am after too, 


And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 


! 
: 
| 
| 
| 


- 
we” r Ie 


a (thought 
| | And yet twere well, were their foul guilt bur 


— 


Bare ſin : *tis ſomething ev'n to own a taulr. 
But here the boldeſt flights of wickedneſs 


'J Arc ſtampt Religion, and for currant pals. 
| The 
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The blackeſt, uglioſt, horrid'ſt, damned'ſt deed, 
For which He/-flames, the Schools a Title need, 
It done for Holy Church ; 1s fanCtified. 

This conſecrates the bleſſed *Worf, and T vol, 


Nor muſt we ever after think *em foul. 


To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings, 
Are thus bur petty trifles venial things, 
Not worth a Confeſſor ; nay, Heay'n ſhall be 
Ir ſelf invok'd raber th' impiety. 
Granr, gracious Lord, ( Some Reverend. Villain 
* That this the bold Aſlertor of our Ca»ſe (prays, 
* May with ſucceſs accompliſh thar great end, | 
* For which he was by thee, and us defign'd. 
*Do thou this Arm, and Sword thy ſtrength im- 
* And guide 'em {t2ddy to rhe Tyrant's heart (P36 
* Grant him for every meritorious thruſt 
* Degrees of bliſs above among the Juſt ; 
* Where holy Garzet, and S. Guy are plac'd, 


© Whom works, like this, before have thither rais'd- 


Where 
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« Where they are interceding for us now ; 
3ll © For ſure they're there. Yes queſtionleſs, and ſo 
Good Nero is, and Dzocleftan too, 
And that great ancient Saint ZZeroſtratus, 
And the late godly Martyr at Thouloaſe. 
Dare ſomething worthy Newgate and the Zow'r, 
It you'll be canoniz'd, and Heav'n inſure. 
Dull printive Fools of old | who would be good, 
Who would by virtue reach the bleſt abode : 
in | Far other are the ways found out of late, 
/ $ Which Mortais to chat happy place tranſlate : 
I] Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſſacre, 
The chief Ingredients: now of Saint(hip are, 
And 7yburn only ſtocks the Calendar. 
, Unhappy Judas, whoſe ill fate, or chance 
Threw him upon groſs times of ignorances 
Who knew not how to value, or eſteem 


The worth and merit of a glorious crime! 


Should his kind Stars. have let him a&ted now ; 
Had dy'd abſolv'd;and dy'd a Martyr too. 


Hear'ſt 
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Hear'ſt thou, Great God, ſuch daring blaſphemy, 
And ler'ſt thy patient Thunder ſtill lie by ? 
Strike, and avenge, leſt impious Atheiſts ſay, 
Chance guides the world;and has uſurp'd thy ſway ; 
Leſt theſe proud proſpirous Villains too confels, 
Thou'rt ſenſleſs, as they make thy Images. 
. Thou juſt, and facred Pow'c! wilc thou admit 
- Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glorious preſence ſi? 
If Heav'n can with fuch company diſpence; 
Well did the Indian pray, Might he keep thence / 


Bur this we only teign, all vain, and falſe, 


As their own Legends, Miracles, and T ales ; 


Either the groundleſs calumnics of ſpite, 
Or idle rants of Poetry, and Wir. 
We with they were : but you hear Garnet cry, 
©[didit, and would do'tagain ; had I 
* As much of Blood, as many Lives as Rome 
* Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom ; 
© As many Souls as Sins; I'd freely ſtake 
* Allthem, and more tor Mother Church's fake. 


* For 
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For-that I'll ſtride o'er Crowns, \wim through a 
Flood, 


* Made up of ſlaughter'd Monarchs Brains, and 
Blood. 
_ *Forthat no Jives of Hereticks ll ſpare, 


* But reap 'emdown with leſs remorſe, and care 

«Than 7arquix did the Poppy-heads of old, 

«Or wedrop Beads, by which our Pray'rs are told.. 
Bravely reſoly'd | and 'twas as bravely dard: 

But (lol) the Recompence, and great Reward 

The wight is to the Almanack preterr'd. 

Rare motives to bedamn'd for holy Cauſe, 

A few red Letters, and ſome painted ſtraws ! 

Fools! who thus truck with Hell by Mobatra, 

And play their Souls againſt no ſtakes away. 


[ 


'Tis ſtrange with what an holy Impudence 
The Villain caught, his Innocence maintains: 
Denies with Oaths the Fat, until ir be 
Leſs guilt to own it than the perjury : 

By th' Maſs, and bleſſed Sacremenrs he ſwears, 
This Mary's Milk, and t'other Mary's Tears, 


And the whole muſter-roll in Calendars. 
Ty” D Nor 
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Not yet ſwallow the Falſhood 2 if all this 

Won't gain a reſty Faith ;; he will en's knees 

Th Evangeliſts, and Lady's Pſalter kils. 

To vouch the Lye : nay, more, to make it good 0 

Mortgage his Soul upon'r, his Heav'n, and God. 

Damn'd faithleſs Z7erericks ! hard ro ednvince, + i 

Who truſt no Verdi& but dull obvious Senſe.  *'- 

Unconſcionable Courts ! who Pricfs Gy" 

Their Benefit 0th Clergy, Perjury.” 
Room for the Martyr d Saints! behof they comet 

With what a noble Seorn they meet their Doom? 

Not Knights o th Poſt, nor ofren Carred VPhores * 


Shew more of Impudence, or lefs Remorſe, © 


© glorious, and heroick Conftancy ! 
That can forſwear upon the Cart, and die 
With gaſping Souls expiring in a Lye. 
None but tame Sheepith Criminal; repent, 
Who ſear:the idle Bugbear, Puniſhment : 
Your gallant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 


The poor regret of having done amils: 
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Brave he, to his firſt Principles ſtill true, 


Can face Damnation, fin wich Hell in view : | | 

And bid it take the Soul, he does bequearh, 

And blow.it thither with his dying breath. 
Dare ſuch, as theſe, protels Religion's Name? 


Who, ſhould they own'r, and be belicy'd ; would 
ſhame > GTO OWL ZOE 2 


It's Practice out o'th' World, would Atheiſts make 
Firm in their Creed, and vyoueh it at the Stake ? 

Is Heav'n for ſuch;whoſc deeds make 7e//too good, 
Too mild a Penance for their curſed Brood 2 

For whoſe unheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake 

' Fate muſt below new ſorts of Torture make, 
Since, when of old it fram'd that place of Doom; 
'Twas thought no ovilr, like this,could thither come. 


Baſe recreant Souls! would you haye Kings truſt 
you, 


Who never yet kept your Allegiance true 
Toany but #/s Prince > who with more caſe 
Canſwallow down moſt ſolemn Perjurics, 
Than a Town- Bullze common Oarhs, and Lies ? 
D 2 Ars 
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Are the French Harry's Fates ſo ſoon forgot ? 
Our laſt bleſt 7ador 2 or the Powder-Plot 3 
And thoſe fine Streamers, that adorn'd ſo long 
The Bridge, and Weſtminſter, and yet had hung, 
Were they not ſtoln, and now for Relicks gone ? 
Think Tories Loyal, or Scotch c ovenanters: | 
Robb'd  Zygers gentle; courteous, faſting Bears :; | 
Atheiſts devour, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners : :þ 
Take Goats for Chaſt, and cloiſter'd Marmoſites : 
For plain, and open two cdg'd Paraſites: 


&F © 


Believe Bawds modeſt, and the ſhamelcfs Stews, | 
Andbinding Drunkards Oaths, and Strumpets Vows : 
And when in time theſe ContradiCtion mect 3 .. 


Then hope to find 'em in a 'Loyolzte ;, 
To whom, tho gaſping, ſhould I credit give z 
I'd think '*twere Sin, anddamn'd like unbelief 
Oh for the Swediſh Law ena&ted here! 
N Scare crow frightens like a Prieft-Gelder, 
' Hunt them, as Beavers arc, force them to buy 


Their Lives with Ranſomiof their Lechery. | 
| Or 


upon the Jeſuits. 37 
Or let that wholſom Sratute be reviy'd, 

Which England heretofore from Wolves reliey'd : 
Tax every Shire inſtead of them to bring 

Each Yeara certain tale of Jeſuzts in: 

And ler their mangled Quarters hang the 7/e 
Toſcare all future Vermin from the Soil. 

Monſters avaunt! may ſome kind whirlwind ſweep 
Our Land, and drown theſe Locu/?s in the deep : 
Hence ye loath'd Objetts of our Scorn, and Hate 
With all the Curſes of an injur'd Stare : 

Go, foul Impoſtors, to ſome duller Soil, 

Some caſier Nation with your Cheats beguile : 
Where your groſs common Gu4ecries may pals, 

To ſlur, and top on bubBled Conſciences : 

Where /gnorance, and th' Inquiſition rules, 
Where the vile herd of poor Implicit Fools 
Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 
Blindfold to ZZeb, and thank, and pay their Guidey 

Go, where all yourblack Tribe before are gone, 


Follow Chaſtel, Ravillac, Clement down, 
D 3 Your 
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Your Catesby, Faux, and Garnet, thouſands more, \ 
| Andthoſe, whohence have lately rais'd the Score, 


Where the Grand Traitor now, and all the Crew 
Of his Diſciples muſt receive their Due: 
Where Flames, and Tortures of Eternal Date 
Muſt puniſh you, yet ner can expiate : 
Learn duller Fzexds your unknown Cruelties, 
Such as no Wit, but yours, could cer deviſe, 
No Guilt, but yours,deſerve . make Hell confeſs 
It ſelf out-done, it's Devils damn'd for lels. | 


.- 
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Ong had the far'd Impoſtor fond Succeſs, 
Long ſeen his damn'd Praternity's increaſe, 

In Wealth, and Powtr, Miſchief, Guile improv d. 
By Popes, aud Pope-til X ings whbeld; and lov'd : 
Laden with Tears, and Sins, and num'rom Scars, 
Got ſome #tÞ* Freld, bat moſt in other Wars, 
Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw mar, 
Grown ripe for Hel, and Roman Calendar, 
He thinks it worth hits Holy Thoughts, and Care, 
Some hidden Rules, and Secrets to Impart, 
The Proofs of long Experience, and deep Art, 
Which to his Succeſſors may uſefal be 
In conduft of their future Villavy. 
Summon'd together, all th Officiow Band 
The Orders of their Bedrid Chief attend 
Doubtful, what Legacy he will bequeath, 


And wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath 
| D 4 An 
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With ſuch quick Duty Vaſſal Fiends below 
To meet commands of their Dread Monarchs ga. 


On Pillow rais'd, he do's their entrance greet, 
And joys to ſee the wiſh'd aſſembly meet © | 
They in glad Murmurs tel} their Joy aloud, i. 
Then a deep filence ſtills tf expelling Croud, 
Like Delphick Hag of old, by Fiend poſſeſt, 

He ſwells, wild Frenzy, heaves his panting Breſt, 
His briſiling Hairs ſtick up, his Eye-bal's glow, 
And from bis Mouth long ſtrakes-of Drivel flow : 
Thrice with due ReVrence he himſelf doth croſs, = 
Then thus his Helliſh Oracles diſcloſe. 

Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, 

Whom the ſame Vows, and Oaths, and Order joyn, 
The faithful Band, whom I, and Rome have choſe, 
The laſt ſupport of our declining Cauſe : 

Whoſe Conqu'ring Troops I with Succeſs have leg 
*Gainſt all Oppoſers of our Church, and Head ; 
Who Cer to the mad German owe their Riſe, 


Genera's Rebels, or the hor-brain'd Swiſs ; 


Revolted 
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Revolted Hereticks, who late: haye broke 
And durſt throw off the long-worn Sacred Yoke : 
You, by whoſe happy Influence Rome can boaſt 
A greater Empire, than by Zather loſt : 
By whom wide Natures far-fetch'd Limits how, 
And utmoſt dies to its Croficr bow : 

Go on, ye mighty Champions of our Cauſe, 
Maintain our Party, and ſubdue our Foes : 
Kill Hereſie, that rank, and poisnous Weed, 
Which threatens now the Church to overſpread: 
Fire Calvin, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 
Who tread our Sacred Mitre under Foot ; 
Stray'd Germany reduce; let it no more 
Th' inceſtuous Monk of Wittemberg adore: 
Make ſtubborn Eng/. once more ſtoop its Crown, 
And Fealty to our Prieſtly Sovereign own: 
Regain our Churches Rights, the /Mandclear 
From all remaining Dregs of Wick/if there. 
Plot, enterprize, contrive, endeayour,: ſpare 


No Toil, nor Pains: no Death, nor Danger fear: 
| Reſtleſs 
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Reſtleſs your Aims purſue: let no defeat 


Your ſprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to freſh, and bolder, ncer to end 
Till the whole World to our great Cal;ph bend : 
Till he thro' every Nation every where 

Bear fway, and Reign as abſolute, as here : 

Till Rowe without controul, and Conteſt be 
The Univerſal Ghoſtly Monarchy. 


Oh! that kind Heaven a longer Thread would 
give, | 


And let meto that happy JunQture live : 

But 'tisdecreed!——at this he paus'd, and wept, 
The reſt alike time with his ſorrow kept : 

T hen thus continued he—— Since unjuſt Fate 


Envies my Race of Glory longer date 


Yet, as a wounded General, cer he dies, 

To his ſad Troops, ſighs out his laſt Advice, 
(Who, tho they muſt his fatal Abſence moan, 
By thoſe great Leſſons conquer, when he's gone ) 
So I to you my laſt Inſtruftions give, 


And breath out Counſel with my parting Life L 
| ct 
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Let each to. my important words give Ear, 
Worth your attention, and my dying Care. 

Firſt, and the chiefeſt ching by me enjoyn'd. 
The Solemn'ſt Tic, that muſt your Order bind, 
Let each without demur, or ſcruple pay 
A ſtrict Obedience to the Roman Sway : 
Tothe unerring Chair all Homage Swear, 
Althoa Punk, a Witch, a Fiend ſit there ; 
Who cer is to the Sacred Mitre rear'd, 
Believe all Vertues with the place conferr'd : 
Think him eſtabliſh'd there by Heay'n, tho he 


Has Altars rob'd for Bribes the Choice to buy, 
Or pawn'd his Soul to Hell for Simony : 

Tho he be Atheiſt, Heathen, Twrk, or Few, 
Blaſphemer, Sacrilegious, Perjur'd too : 

Tho Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 
What e'er old Sodom's Neſt of Lechers were : 
Tho Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'ner, Parricide, 
Magician, Monſter, all, that's bad beſide : 
Fouler than Infamy ; the very Lees, 


The Sink, the Jakes, the Common-ſhore of Vice: 
Strait 
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Strait count him Holy, Vertuous, Good, Deyout, 
Chaſt, Gentle, Meck, a Saint, a God, who not? 
Make Fate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 
Pow'r to Predeſtinate without his leave : 
None be admitted there, but who he pleaſe, 
Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 
Hold thoſe amongſtthe higheſt rank of Saints, 
Whom Cer he to that Honour ſhall advance, 
Tho here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 
Which Hell it ſelf would ſcarce for Lumber chule : 
But count all Reprobate, and Damn'd, and worſe, 
Whom he, when Gout, or Tiſſick Rage, ſhall curſe: 
Whom he in Anger Excommunicates, 
For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprats ; 
Or in juſt Indignation ſpurns to Hell 
For jearing Holy Toe, and Pantofle. 
What c'er he ſays, eſteem for Holy Writ, 
| And Text Apocryphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worſt of Tales and Lies, 


Falfer than Capgraves, and Yoragines, 
Than 
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Than Quixot, Rablais, Amadis de Gaul; :. 
Is ſignd with Sacred Lead, and Fiſher's Seal: : - 
Be thought Aurhentick and-Canonical. 
Again, if he Ordain't in his Decrees, wy 
Let very Goſpel for meer Fable paſs : : 
Let Right be wrong, Black White, and Vertue Vice, 
No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes: 
Forſwear your Reaſon, Conſcience, && your Creed, 
Your very Senſe, and Euclid, if he bid. 

Let it be held leſs heinous, leſs amils, 

To break all God's Commands, than one of fs: 
When his great Miſſions call, without delay, 
Without reludtance readi] y Obey, 


Norlet your Inmoſt Wiſhes dare eainfay : 
Should he to Bantam, or Japan command, 
Or fartheſt Bounds of Souther» unknown Land, 
Farther than Ayarice its Vaſſals drives, his 
Thro' Rocks, and Dangers, loſs of Blood,and Lives , 
Like great Xavier's be your Obedience ſhown, 
_y his Courage, Glory, and Renown ; 
| Whem 
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Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep Deſpair, 
Nor ſcorching Heats of burning Line could ſcare: 


-Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wracks could make 
refrain 


From propagating Holy Faith, and Gain. 
It he but nod Conuniſl ions out to kill, 
Bur becken Lives of Hereticks to ſpill ; 
Letth'  Inquiſt ftion rage, freſh Cruelties 
| Make the dire Engines groan with tortur'd Cries : 
Let Campo Flori every day be ſtrow'd 
With the warm Aſhes of the Luthran Brood : 


Repcar again Bohemian Slaughters o'er, 


And Piedmont Valltes drown with floating Gore: 


Swifter than Murdering Angels, when they fly, 

On Errands of avenging Deſtiny. 

Ficrcer rhan Storms ler looſe, witch eager haſte | : 

Lay Cities, Countrigs,Realms, w hole Nature waſte. 

Sack, ravith, burn, deſtroy, ſlay, maſſacre, x 

Till the ſame Grave their Lives, and Names interr. 
Theſe are the Rights to our great Mufty due, : 


The ſworn Allegiance of your Sacred Vow : 
What 


CC 
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What elſe we in our Votaries require, 


What other Gift, next follows to enquire. 

And firſt ir will our great Advice befir, 
What Soldiers to your Liſts you ought admit, 
To Natives of the Church, and Faith, like you, 
The foremoſt rank of Choice is juſtly due: 
'Mongſt whom'the chicfeſt place aſſign ro thok, 
Whoſe Zeal has moſtly ſignaliz'd che Cauſe. 
But let not Entrance be to them deny'd, 
Who ever ſhall deſert the adverſe Side: 
Omit, no Promiſes of Wealth, or Power, 
That may inyei gled Hereticks allure : FOR 
Thoſe, whom great Learning, Parts, or Wit re- 
Cajole with hopes ot Honours, Scarlet Gowns, 
Provincialſhips, and Palls, and Triple Crowns. 
This muſt a ReQor, that a Proyoſt be, 

A third ſucceed to the next Abbacy : 

Some Princes Tutors, others Confeſlors, 

To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors : 
Theſe are ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom fail, 


Which more than all your weak diſpures prevail. 
Ex: 
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Exclude not thoſe of lefs deſert, decree 


To all Revolters, your Foundation free: 

To all, whom Gaming, Drunkenneſs, or Luſt, 
To Need, ad Popery ſhall have reduc'd : 

To all, whomſlighted'Love, Ambition croſt, | 
Hopes often bilkr, and Sought Preferment loſt, 
Whom Pride, or Diſcontenr, Revenge; or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Defpair ſhall Proſelyte': 

Thoſe pow'rful Morives: Which the moſt bring in, 
Moſt Converts ro our Church, and Order win. 
Reject not thoſe, whom Guilt, and Crimes at home 
Haye made to us for Sanfuary © come : 

Ler Sintiers of each Hue, and Size," and Kind, 
Here quick admittance, and ſafe Rekuge find: 

Be they from Juſtice of their Country fled, | 
With Blood of Murders, Rapes, and Treaſons dicd: 
No Varler, Rogue, or Miſcreant refuſe, webs 
From Gallies, Jails, or Hell it felt broke looſe. 

By this you ſhall in Srrengrh, and Numbers grow, 


And ſhoals each day tc oy your; throng Cloiſters 
flow; 
So 
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So Rome's and Mecca's firſt great Founders did, 
By ſuch wiſe Methods made their Churches ſpread: 


When ſhaven Crown , and hallow'd Girdle's 
Power 


Has dubd him Saint, that Villain was before; 
Enter'd, let it his firſt Endeayour be 

To ſhake off all remains of Modeſty, 

Dull ſneaking Modeſty, not more unfit 

For ncedy flatrring Poets, when they write, 
Or trading Punks, than for a Feſuzt : 

If any Novice feel at firſt a bluſh, 

Let Wine, and frequent converſe with the Stews 
Reform the Fop, and ſhame it out of Ute, 
Unteach the puling Folly by degrees, 

And train him to a well-bred Shameleſsnels. 
Get that great Gift, and Talent, Impudence, 
Accompliſh'd Mankind's higheſt Excellence : 


Tis thatalone prefers, alone makes great, 


Conters alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate : 


Gaing 


/ 
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Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a P cer; 1 


An Aſs a Biſhop, can vilſt Blockheads rear 

To wear Red Hats, and fit in Porph'ry Chair. 

Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and Senſe, 
Worth, Merit, Honour, Vertue, Innocence. 

Next for Religion, learn what's fir to take, 
How ſmall a Dram do's the juſt Compound make. 
As much as is by th' Crafty States-mex worn 
For Faſhion only, or to ſerve a turn: 

To bigor Fools its idle Practice leave, 

Think it cnough the empty Form to have: 

The outward Show is ſeemly, cheap, and light, 
The Subſtance Cumberſom, of Coſt, and Weight : 
The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 
None,or but few the Thoughts within deſcry. 
Make't you an Engine to ambitious Pow'r 

To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark: more ſure : 
A Cloak to cover well-hid Knavery, 

Like it, when us'd, to be with eaſe thrown by : 


A ſhifting Card, by which your courſe to ſteer, 


And taught with every changing W:xd to veer. 


Let 
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Let no Nice, Holy, Conſcientious Afs . 
Amongſt your better Company find place, 
Me, and your Foundation to diſgrace: 
Ler Truth be baniſht, ragged Vertuefly, 
And poor unprofitable Honeſty ; 
Weak Idols, who their wretched Slaves betray 3 
Toevery Rook, and every Knave a Prey : 
Theſe lie remote, and wide from Intereſt, 
Farther than Heaven from Hell,or Eaſt tromWeſt, 
Far, as they cer were diſtant from the breſt. 
Think not yourſelves © Auſterities confin'd, 

Or thoſe ſtrict Rules, which other Orders bind, 
To Capuchins, Carthafians, Cordeliers 
Leave Penance, meager Abſtinence, and Prayers: 
In louſie Ragslet Begging Fryars lye, 
Content on Straw, or Boards to mortific : 
Letthem with Sackcloth diſcipline their Skins, 
And ſcourgethem for their madneſs, and their Sins : 
Let pining Axchorets in Grotto's ſtarve, 
Who from the Liberties of Nacure fwerve : 

E 2 Who 
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Who mak't their chief Re/7g/on not to eat, 

And place't in naſtineſs, and want of Meat : 
Live you in Luxury, and pamper'd Eaſe, 

As if whole Nature were your Catereſs. 

Soft be your Beds, as thoſe, which Monarchs Whores 
Lye on, or Gouts of Bed-rid Emperors : 


Your Wardrobes ſtor'd with choice of Suits, more 
dear | 


Than Cardinals on high Proceſſions wear : 
With Daintics load your Boards, whoſe every 


Diſh 
May tempt cloy'd Gluttons, or Vitellius Wiſh. 
Each fit a longing Queen - let richeſt Wines 


With Mzrth your Heads inflame, with Lu your 
Veins: 


Such as the Friends of dying Popes would give 
For Cordials to prolong their gaſping Life. 

Ne'er let the Nazarene, whoſe Bade, and Name 
You wear, upbraid you with a Conſcious Shame: 


Leave 
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Leave him his ſlighted Zomilzes, and Rules, © 
To ſtuff the Squabbles of the wrangling Schools; 
Diſdain, that he, and the poor angling 7ribe, 
Should Laws and Government to you preſcribe : 


Let none of thoſe good Fools your Patterns make ; 


Inſtead of them, the ngighty Judas take. 
Renown'd [{carzo?, fit alone to be 

Th' Example of our great Society : 

Whoſe darling Guilt deſpis'd the common Road, 
And ſcorn'd to ſtoop at Sin beneath a God. 

And now *cis time I ſhould 1y/ruZjons give, 
What Wiles, and Cheats the Rabble beſt deceive : 
Each Age and Sex, their diff rent Paſſions wear, 
To ſuit with which requires a prudent Care: | 
Youth is Capricious, Headſtrong, Fickle, Vain, 
Given to Lawleſs Pleaſure, Ape to gain: 

Old Wives, in Superſtition over-grown, 
With Chimny-Tales, and Stories beſt are won : 
'Tis no mean Talent rightly to deſcry, 


Whar ſcycral Baits to each you ought apply. 
E 3 The 
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The Credulous, and eafie of Bclief, 
With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive. | 


Empty whole Surius, and the. Talmud: drain 
Saint Francis, and Saint Mahomet's Alcoras : 


Sooner ſhall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 


- Than you a Stock of Lies, and Legends need. 


Tell how bleſt Virgin to.come down was ſeen, 


Like Play- Houſe Punk deſcending in Machine : 

How ſhe writ BiJets Doux, and Love-Diſcourſe, 

Made 4ſignations, Viſits, and Amours : 

How Zofts diltreſt, her Smock for Banner bore, 

Which vanquiſh' d Foes, and murder'd at twelve 

Relate how Fiſh in Conventicles met, ( Sore, 

And Mackrel were with Bait of Dodrine caught: 

How Cattle have Judicious Hearers been, 

And Stones pathetically cry'd Amen : 

How conſecrated Hive with Bells was hung, 

And Becs kept Maſs, and Holy Anthems Sang : 

How Pigs to th Rosry kneel'd, and ſheep were 

To blear 7e Deum, and Magnificat; C08" 
How 
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How Fly-Flap of Church-Cenſure Houſes rid - 
Of Inſects, which at Curſe of Fryer dy'd: 


How travelling Saints, well mounted on a Switch, 
Ride Journeys thro' the Air, like Lapland Witch : 
And ferrying Cowls Religious Pilgrims bore, 

Ofer waves without the help of Sail, or Oar.” 

Nor let Xavier's great Wonders paſs conceal'd, 
How Storms wete by th' Almighty Wafer quell'd 3 
How zealous Crab the Sacred Image bore, 

And ſwam a Cat#lick to the diſtant Shore : 


With*Shams, like theſe, the (giddy Rout milled, 
Their Foly, and their Superſtition feed, 

'Twas found a good, and painful Art of Old 
( And much it did our Churches Pow'r uphold ) 
To feign Hobgoblins, Elves, and walking Sprites, 
And Fairies dancing Salenger a Nights: 
White Sheets for Ghoſts, and With-a-wiſps have paſt 
For Souls in Purgatory unrelealt. 
And Crabs in Church-Yard crawl'd in Maſquerade, 
To cheat the Pariſh, and have Maſſes ſaid. 

E* 4 By 


By this our Anceſtors in happier Days, 


Did ſtore of Credit, and Advantage raiſe: 

Bur now the Trade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead, 
Eer ſince Contagions Anowledg has o'er-ſpread : 
With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 
Of Hecla, Patrick's Hole, and Mongibel ; 
Bcliey'd namore, than Tales of 7roy, unleſs 

In Countries drown'd in [gnorance, like this. 
Henceforth be wary how ſuch things you feign, 
Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line 


> 
Except at Mexico, Brazile, Peru, 


At'the Molucco's, Goa, or Pegu, 

Or -any diſtant, and Remoter Place, 

Where they may currant, and unqueſtion'd paſs : 
Where never poching Hereticks reſort, 


To ſpring the Lye, and make't their Game, and 
| _ IN 


But I forget (what ſhould be mention'd moſt ) 
Confeſſion, our chief Privilege, and Boaſt : 
| That Staple Ware, which nc'cr returns in vain, 
Neer balks the Trader of expeted Gain. 
'Tis 
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"Tis this, that ſpies through Court intrigues; and 


Admiſſion to the Cabinets of Kings : ( brings 
By this we keep proud Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot-/tools of their Thrones & Necks ; 
Give 'em Command, and it they Diſobey; 
Betray them toth' Ambitious Heir a Prey: 
Hound the Officious Curs on Hereticks, 
The Vermin, which the Church inteſt, and vex : 
And when our turn is ſery'd, and Buſineſs done, 
Diſpatch 'em for reward, as uſeleſs grown : 

Nor are theſe half the Benefits, and Gains, 
Which by wiſe Manag'ty accrue from thence: 
By this w unlock the Miſer's hoarded Cheſts, 


And Treaſure, though kept cloſe, as States-mens 
Breſts : | 


This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, 
Let us their Jointures, and themſelves enjoy : 
To us the Merchant does his Cuſtoms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho he cheats his King : 
To us Court-Miniſters refund, made great 


By Robbery, and Bankrupt of the State ; 
ou | . Ours 
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. Ours is the Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, 


Gabels on Lech'ry, and the Stew's Exciſe : 


By this our Colleges in Riches ſhine, 

And vie with Becket's, and Loretto's Shrine. 
And here I muſt not grudge a word or two 

( My younger Vot'ies) of Advice to you. 

To you, whom Beauties Charms, and gen'rous Fire 

Of boiling Youth to ſports of Love inſpire : 

- This is' your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 

You may the Fruits of unbought pleaſure reap : 

Riot in free, and unconttolſ'd delight, 

Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite: 

Taſt every diſh of Luſt's variety, - 

Which Popes, and Scaflet Lechersdearly buy, 

With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Simony. 

But this I ever to your care commend, 

Be wary how yon openly offend: | 

Let ſcofting lewd Bufloons deſcry our Shame, 

And fix diſgrace on the orcat Order's fame. 

| Whenthe unguarded Maid alone repairs 


Toeaſec the burthens of her Sins, and Carcs; 


When 


pon the Jeſuits. 59 
When youth in each, and privacy conſpire 
To kindle wiſhes, and befriend deſire; 
If ſhe has praCtis'd in the Trade before : 
(Few elſe of Profelytes to us brought o'cr) 
Little of Force, or Artifice will need : 
To make you in the Victory ſucceed: 
Butif ſome untaught Innocence ſhe be, 


Rude, and unknowing in the myſtery ; 


She'll coſt more labor to be made comply. 

Make her by Pumping underſtand the ſport, 
And undermine with ſecret trains the Fort, 
Sometimes as if you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 
Her Naked Pride, her Jewels, Point and Lace; 
Find opportunity her Breſts to preſs: 


Oft feel her hand, and whiſper in her ear, 


| , 


You find the ſecret marks of lewdneſs there : 
Sometimes with naughty ſence her bluſhes raiſe, 
And make 'em guilt, ſhe never knew, confeſs; 
{Thus ( may you ſay ) with ſuch a leering ſmile, 
'S0 languiſhing a look your hearts beguile : 

- *Thus 
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* Thus with your foot, hand, eye, you tokens ſpeak, 


* Theſe Signs deny, theſe Aſſignations make : 

*Thus tis you clip, with ſuch a fierce embrace 

* You claſp your Lover to your Breaſt, and Face : 

«Thus arc your hungry Lips with Kiſſes cloy'd, 

* Thus is your hand,and thus your tongueemploy'd. 
. Ply her with talk like this : and, if ſh' encline, 

To help Devotion, give her 4retine 

Inſtcad o'ch' Rofary : never deſpair, 

She, that to ſuch Diſcourſe wil! lend an Ear, 

Tho chaſter than cold cloyſter'd Nuns ſhe were, 


Will ſoon prove ſoft, and pliant to your ule, 


As Strumpets on the Carnarval lct looſe. 

Credit Experience; I have tri'd 'em all, 

And never found th' unerring Mcthods fail : 

Not Ovid, tho'rwere his chief Maſtery, 

Had greater 5kill in theſe utrigues, than I : 

Nor Nero's Learned Pimp, to whom we owe 
What choice Records of Luſt are extant now. 
This heretofore, when youth, and ſprightly Blood 


Ran iy my Veins, Itafted, and enjoy'd; | 
; Ah 
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Ah thoſe bleſt days! — (here the old Lecher ſmiÞ d, 


With ſweet remembrance of paſt pleaſures filld ) 
But they are gone! Wiſhes alone remain, 


And Dreams of Joy, ne&'er to be felt again : 
Toabler Youth I now the PraCtice leave, 
To whom this counſel, and advice pive. 

Bur thedear mention of-my prayer days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs : 
'Tis time we ſhould now in due place expound, 
How guilt is after ſhrift to be atton'd : 
Enjoyn no ſow'r Repentance, Tear, and Grief ; 
Eyes weep no caſh, and you no profit pive : 
Sins, tho of the firſt rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 
Not by their own, but th' Actor's Quality : 
The Poor, whoſe Purſe cannot the Penance bear, 
Let whipping ſerve, bare feet, and ſhirts of hair : 
The richer Fools to Compoſtela fend, | 
To Rome, Monferrat, or the Holy Land : 
Let Pardons, and the Indulgence Office drain 


Their Coffers, and enrich the Pope's with gain: 
| Make 
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Make 'em build Churches, Monaſteries found 


And dear bought Maſlcs for their crimes compound 
Let Law, and Goſpel, rigid precepts ſet, 
And makethe paths toBliſs rugged, and ſtrait : 
Teach youa ſmooth, an eaſier way to gain 
Heav'ns Joys, yet ſweet, and uſctul fin retain: 
With every frailty, every luſt comply, 
T*advance your Spiritual Realm, and Monarchy : 
Pull-up weak Vertues fence, give ſcope and ſpace 
And Parlieus to ont-lying Conſciences : 
Shew that the Needles eye may ſtretch, and how 
The largeſt Camel-vices may go thro”. 
Teach how the Prieſt Pluralities may buy, 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Simony, 
While Thoughts, and Ducats will directed be: 
Let whores adorn his exemplary lite, 
But no lewd heinous Wite a Scandal give. 


Sooth up the Gaudy Atheiſt, who maintains 
No Law, but Senſe, and owns no God, but Chance: 
Bid Thieves rob on, the Boiſterous Rufhan tell, 
He may for Hire, Revenge, or Honor kill: 


Bid 
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Bid Strumpets perſevere, abſolve *em too, 


And take their dues 7» kind for what you do: 
Exhorr the painful, and induſtrious Bawd 

To Diligence, and Labour in her Trade : 

Nor think her innocent Vocation ill, 

Whoſe Incomes do's the facred Treaſure fill : 

Let Griping Uſurers Extortion uſe, 

No Rapine, Falſhood, Perjury refule, 

Stick at no Crime, which covetous Popey would ſcarce 
AF to enrich themſelves, and Baſtard- Heirs : 

A (mall Bequeſt to th' Church can all attone, 

Wipes off all ſcores, and Feav'n, and al/s their own. 
Be theſe your Doftrins,theſe the truths, you preach, 
But no forbidden Bible come in reach : 

Your Cheats, and Artifices to Impeach. 

Leſt thence Lay-Fools Pernicious Knowledge get, 
Throw off Obedicnce, and your Laws forget: 
Make 'em believ'r a ſpell, more dreadful far, 

Than Bacon, Haly, or Albumazar. 


Happy the time, when th' unpretending Crowd 


No more, than, its Language underſtood ! 


When 
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When the worm-caten Book, link'd to a chain, 


In duſt lay mouldring in the Yatican ; 


Deſpis'd, neglefted, and forgot, to none, 
But poring Rabbzes, or the Sorboy known: 
Then in full pow'r our Sovereign Prelate ſway'd, 
By Kings, and all the Rabble World Obey'd: 
Here humble Monarch at his feet kneel '&'down, 
And beg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown: 
There, when in Solemn State he pleas'd to ride, - 
Poor Scepter'd Slaves ran Zenchboys by his ſide: 
None, tho in thought, his grandeur durſt Blaſpheme, 
Nor in their very ſleep a Treaſon dream. 

But ſince the broaching that miſchievous Piece, 
Each Alderman a Father Lumbard is: 
And every Cit dares impudently know 
More than a Council, Pope, and Conclave too. 
Hence the late Damned Frier, and all the crew 
Ot former crawling Setts their poiſon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles, Plagues, Rebellions breed, 
We've felr, or feel, or may hereafter dread : 

Where- 
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Wherefore enjoyn, that no Lay: -coxcomb dare . 
About him that unlawful Weapon- wear ; ; 

But charge him chicfly not to touch at all 

The dang'rous Works of that old Lo/ard, Paul; 
Thap-arcant Wicklifiſt, from whom out Foes - 
Take all their Batt'ries to attack our Cauſe; 
Would he in his firſt years had Martyr'd been, 
Never Damaſcus, nor the Viſion ſeen; 


Then heour Party was, ſtout, vigorous, 
And fierce in chace of Hereticks, like u$: 
Till heat length, by th' Enemies ſeduc'd,, 
Forſook us, and the hoſtile fide eſpous'd. 

Had not the mighty Julia» miſt his aims, 
Theſe holy Shreds had all confum'd in flames : 
But ſince th' immortal Lumber (till endures, 
In pight of all his Induſtry, and ours; 
Take careat leaſt ir may not come abroad, 
To taint with catching H ereſic the Crowd : 
Let them be ſtill kept low in ſence, they'll pay - 
The more reſpe&t, more readily obey. 

| F Pray | 
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Pray that kind Heav'n would on their hearts di 
( ſpenle 


A bounteous, and abundant Ignorance, 


| _ Thatthey may never ſwerve, nor turn awry 
From found, and Orthodox Stupidity. 
But theſe are obvious things, cafic to know, 


| Common toevery Moyk, as well as you : 


Greater Afﬀairs, and more important wait 

To bedifcuſs'd, and call for our debate : 

Matters, that depth require, and well befit 

Th' Addreſs, and Condut of a Fefuit. (Throne, 

How Kirtodoms are embroil'd,. what thakes/a 

How the firft Seeds of Difcoment are ſown q 

To ſpring up in Rebellion ; how: ave fer 

The ſecret fnares, thar cireumvene-v States | 

How bubled Monarclis are at fieſt beouil's,:1 -.." 

Trepann'd, and gull'd, at laft depo$'d, -andkill'd. - 

When fome proud Prince,-\a Rebel to our 

For dishelieving Holy Churches Creed,” (9%: 

And Peter-pence, is Heretick decrecd | 
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And by a ſotemn, and unqueſtion'd Pow'r 
To Death, and Hell, and You deliv'red o'er : 


Chuſe firſt ſome dext'rous Rogue, well tridd, and 
known 


(Such by Confeſſion your Familiars grown ) 

Let him by Art and Nature fitted be 

For any great, and gallant Villany, 

Practis'd'in every Sin, each kind of Vice, 

Which deepeſt Caſuiſts in their ſearches miſs, 

Watchful as Jealouſie, wary as Fear, 

Fiercer than Luſt, and bolder than Deſpair, 

But cloſe, as plotting Fiends in Council are. 

To him, in firmeſt Oaths of Silence bound, 

The worth, and merit of the Deed propound : 

Tell of whole Reams of Pardon, new come o'r, 
Indies of Gold, and Bleſſings, endleſs ſtorc: 

| Choice of Preſernigats, if he overcome, 

And if he fail, undbubred Martyrdom : 

And Bilis for Sums in Heav'a, to bedrawn 

Oh Faftors there, and atfirſt ſight paid down. 
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With 
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With Arts, and Promiſes, like theſe, allure, 

And make him to your oreat deſign ſecure. 

- And here to know the ſundry ways to kill, 

Is worth the Genius of a Machiavel : 

Cull Northern Brains, in theſe deep Arts unbred, 
Know nought but to cut Throats, or knock o'th' 
No light of Murder of the ſubrleſt ſhape, (Ficad, 
Your buſic ſearch, and obſervation ſcape: 
Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, 

And Juggling ſteals aviay a Life unſeen : | 

How gawdy Fate may, | be in Preſents ſent, 

And creep inſeoſibly by Touch, or Scent: 

How, Ribbands, Gloves, or Saddle: -Pomel may 
An unpercciy' 'd, bur certain Death.co convey 3 ; 

' Above the reach « of Antidotes, above the Pow'r 
Of the fant Pontich Mountebank to cure. 

What &' cr is know n to quaint « Halian ſpire, 


In ſtudied Pois'ning skill'd, nnd exquilite; 


*Whar c'cr great Borgia, or his Sire could boaſt, 
-. Which the Expence of half che Conclaye cot. 
Thus 


= 


\ 
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"Thus may the buſineſs be in ſecret done, 


Nor Authors, nor the Acceſlaries known, 
 Andtheſlurr'd guilt with eaſe on others thrown. 
Bur if ill Fortune ſhould your Plot betray, 

And leave you tothe rage of Foes a prey 3 

Let none his Crime by weak confeſſion own, 

Nor ſhame the Church, while he'd himſelf attone. 
Let varniſh'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocriſies, | 
Pretended Holineſs, and uſctul Lies, | \ 
Your well diſſembled Villany diſguiſe. 

A thouſand wily Turns, and Doubles try, 

To foil the Scent, and to divert the Cry : 

. Cog, ſham, out-face, deny, equivocate, 

Into a thouſand ſhapes your {elves tranſlate: 
Remember what the crafty Spartan taught, 
Children with Rattles, Men with Oarhsare caught : 
Forſwear upon the Rack, and it you fall, 

Ler thir great comfort make amends for all, 
Thoſe, whom they damn for Rogues, next Age ſhall 


Made Advocates i'th* Churches Lirany, © ( ce 


of Who 
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-Who ever with bold Tongue, or Pen ſhall dare - 

Apainſt your Arts, and Pradtices declare ; 

What Fool ſhall c'er preſumptuouſly oppoſe, 


Your Holy Cheats, and godly Frauds diſcloſe 3 
Pronouncehim Heretick, Firebrand of Hell, | 
Turk, Jew, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel ; 

A thouſand blacker Names, worſe Calumnies, 
All; Wir can think, and pregnant Spite devilc : 
Strike home, gaſh dcep, no Lies, nor Slanders ſpare; 


A wound, tho cur'd, yet leaves behind a Scar. 


Thoſe, whom your Wir, and Reaſon can't decry, 


Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infamy : 

Make Luther Monſter, by a Ficnd begor, (Foot: 
Brought forth with Wings, and Tail, and Cloyen 

Make Whoredom, Inceſt, worſt of Vice, and ſhame, 


Pollute, and foul his Manners, Life, and Name. 


Tell how ſtrange Storms uſher'd his fatal end, 
And Hells black Troops did for his Soul contend, 


Much more T had toſay ; but now grown faint, 


And Strength, and Spirits for the Subject want: 


Bc 


- 
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Be theſe great Myſteries, I here unfold, 
Amongſt your Order's Inſtitutes enroll'd : 
Preſerve them facred, cloſe and unreveal'd ; 
As ancicnt Rome her Sybi/'s Books conceal'd. 
Let no bold Heretick with ſawcy cyc 
Into the hidden unſeen Archives pry ; 
Leſt the malicious flouting Raſcals turn | 
Our Church to Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn, 
Letnever Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fear, 
From your firm Breſts th'important Secrets tear, 
If any treach'rous Brother of your own 
Shall toth' World divulge, & make them known, 
Let him by worſt of Deaths his guilt atrone. 
Should but his Thoughts,or Dreams ſuſpected be, 
Let him for ſafety, and prevention die, 
And learn i'th' Grave the Arrt of Secreſie. 

But one thing more, and then with joy I go, 
Nor as a longer ſtay of Fate below : 


F 4 | Give 


Y 


 :* SATTR II. 
Give me again once more your plighted Faith, | 
And let each ſeal it with his dying breath: 
Asthe great Carthaginian heretofore 

The bloody reeking Altar touch'd, and ſwore 
Erernal Enmity to th' Roman Pow'r : | 
Swear you (and let the Fates confirm the ſame) 
An endleſs Hatred tothe Luth'ran Name : 

Vow neverto admit, or League, or Peace, 

Or Truce, or Commerce with the curſed Race : 
Now, through all Age, when Time, or Place ſocer 
Shall give you pow r, wage an immortal War : 
Like Thebay Feuds, let yours your ſelves ſurvive, 
And in your very Duſt, and Aſhes live, 


Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp their Curſe, — 4x 
this 


_ © They kneel, and all the Sacred Volumn kiſs ; 
 Viowingto ſend each year an Hecatomb 
Of Huguenots, an Of*ring to his Tomb, 

In vain he would continue ; Abrupt Death 
A Period puts, and flops his impious Breath : 


In 
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In broken Accents he is ſcarce allow'd 
To faulter out bis Bleſſing on the Crowd. 
Amen zs eccho'd by Infernal Howl, 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 
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$. Ignatius his Image brought in, diſ- 
covering the Rogueries of the Je- 
ſuits, and ridiculous Superſtition of 
the Church of Rome. 


():. was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Log, 


Thrown out a Piſſing-poſt for ev'ry Dog: 
The Workman yet in doubt, what courſe to take, 
Whether I'd beſt a Saint, or Hog-trough make, 
After debate reſfolv'd me for a Saint, 
And thus fam'd Loyola I repreſent : 
And well I may reſemble him, for he 
As {tupid was, as much a Block as I. 
My right Keg maim'd, at haltI ſeem to ſtand, 
To tell the Wounds at Pampel. re ſuſtein'd. 


My 


\ 
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My Sword, and Soldicrs Armour here had been, 

But they may in Monſerrats Church be ſeen : 

Thoſe there to 4/efſed Yirgin-I laid down 

For Caſlock, Surſingle, and ſhaven Crown, 

The ſpiritual Garb, in which I now am ſhown. 
With due Accoutrements, and fit diſguiſe 

I might for Centinel of Corn ſuffice : 

As once the. well-hung God of old ſtood guard, 

And the invading Crows from Fortage ſcar'd, 

Now on my Head the Birds their Relicks leave, 

And Spiders in my mouth their Arras weave : 


And perſecuted Rats oft find in me 

A Refuge, and Religious SanCtuary. 

But you profaner Heretzcks, who c'cr 

The Inquiſition, and its vengeance fear, 

I charge, ſtand off, at peril come not near: 

None at twelve ſcore untruſs, break wind, or piſs ; 


He enters Fox his Liſts, that dare tranſgreſs: 
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For I'm by Holy Church in Rev'rence had, 
And all good Carh'lick Folk. implore my aid. _ 
Theſe Piftures, which you ſee, my Story pive, 
The Acts, and Monuments of me alive: 
That Frame; wherein with Pilgrim weeds I ſtand, 
Contains my Travels tothe Holy Land. 
- This me, and my Decemvirate at Rome, 
When I for Grant of my great Order come. 
There with Devotion wrapt, I hang in Air, 


With Dove (like Mah'mets) whiſpring in my 
car. 


Here Yirgix in Galeſh of Clouds deſcends, 

To be my ſafeguard from aſſaulting Fiends, 
Thoſe Tables by, and Crutches of the lame, 
My great Atchievments ſince my death proclaim : 

Pox, Ague, Dropſie, Palſic, Stone, and Gout, 


Legions of Maladics by me caſt our, 
More than the College know, or ever fill 


Quacks Wiping-paper, and the Weekly Bill, 


What 
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What Peter's ſhadow did of old, the ſame 


Is fancied done by my all-powerful Name 


For which fome wear't about their Necks, and 
Arms, 


To guard trom Dangers, Sickneſles, and Harms ; 
| And fome on Wombs the barren to relicye, 
A Miracle, Iberter didalive. 

Oft I by crafry Jeſuit am taught 2 
Wonders to do, and many a Juggling Feat. | 
Sometimes with Chafing-diſh behind me pur, 

I ſweat like Clapt Dcbauch in Hot-Houſe ſhut, 

And drip like any Spitch.cock'd Huguenot : 

Sometimes by ſecret Springs I learn to ſtir, 

As Paſte-board Saints dance by mirac'lous Wye: : 

Then 7radeſcant's Rarities out- do, > 

Sands Water: works, & German Clock- work doo. 

Or any choice Dexice at ' BarthoP mew. | 
Sometimes I utter Oracles, by Prieſt 

Inſtead of a Familiar poſſeſt, 
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The Church I vindicate, Luther confuce, . 
And cauſe amazement in the paping Rout. 


Such Holy Cheats, ſuch Z7eces Tricks, as 
' mes, 


For Miracles amongſt the Rabble paſs. 
By this in their eſtkeers I daily grow, 
In Wealth inrich'd, increas'd in Vot ries too. 


This draws each year vaſt Numbers ro my 
Tomb, 


More than in Pilgrimage to Mecca come. . 
This brings each weck new Preſents to my Shrine, 
And makes it thoſe of /ndia Gods out-ſhine. 
This gives 2 Chalice, that a Golden Crols, 
Another maſlie Candleſticks beſtows, 

Some Altar-cloaths of coſtly work, and price 
Pluſh, Tiſſue, Ermin, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 

The Birth, and Paſſion in Embroiderics: 


Some Jewels, rich as thoſe, th Egyptian Punk, 


In Jellies to her Rowan Stallion drunk, 
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Some offer gorgeous Robes, which ſerve to wear 
When I on Holy Days in ſtate appear ; 

When I'm in pomp on high Proceſſions ſhown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skimmington. 
Lucuſxs could not ſuch a Wardrobe boaſt, 

Leſs thoſe of Popes at their EleCtion coft ; 

Leſs thoſe, which Szci/y's Tyrant heretefore 


From plunder'd Gods, and Jove's own Shoulders 
core, 


Hither, asto ſome Fair,. the Rabblec come, 
To barter {or the Merchandize of Rome q 
Where. Prieſts, like Mountebanks, on Stage appear, 
T expoſe the Frip'ry of their hallow'd Ware: 
This is the Lab'ratory of their Trade, 
The Shop where all their ſtaple Drugs a arc made; 


Preſcriptions, and Receits to bringi inGain, 
All from the Church Diſpenſatorics ta'en, 


The Popes Elixir, Holy Waters here; 
Which they with Chymick Art diſtill'd prepare : 


5 We 3 


Choice 
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Choice above Goddard's. Drops, and all: the Traſh 


Of Modern Quacks ; this is that Soveraign-Waſh 
For fetching Spots, and Morphew from the Face; 


And ſcowring dirty Cloaths, and Conſciences. 
One drop of this, if us'd, had pow'r to fray 
The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara: 


This would have filenc'd quite the Wiltſhire Drum, 


And made the prating Fiend of Maſcon dumb. 
That Veſſel conſecrated Oyl contains, | 

Kept Sacred, as the tam'd Ampoulle of France; 

Which ſome profaner Hereticks would uſe 

For liquoring Wheels of Jacks of Boots; and 


hooes : 


This makes the Chriſm, which mix'd with, Snot of 
Prieſts, 


_* Anoint young Cath licks for the Churches liſts; "i 
And when they” re croſt; canſeſt, and die; 3 by this 
Their lanchingSouls ſlide off to endleſs Bliſs : 

As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By help! of Magick Un&tions mount the Sky. 


You 


upon the Jeluits. oc 
Yon. Altar- Pix of Gold is the Abode, 
And fate Repoſitory of their God. 
A Croſs is fix'd upon't the Fiends to fright, 
And Flies which would the Deity beſhite ; 
And Mice, which oft might unprepard reccive; 
And to lewd Scoffers cauſe of Scandal give. 
Here are perform'd the Conyurings and Spells, 


For Chriſtning Saints; and Hawks, and Carriers 
| Bells ; 


For hall'wing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
Bawms, | 

Shrines, Croſles,Medals,Shells,and Waxcn Lambs : 

Of wondrous Virtueall ( you muſt believe) 

And from all ſorts of Ill preſervative ; 

From Plague, Infetion, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 

Love, Grief, Want, Debt, Sin, and the Devil and all. 

Here Beads are bleſt, and Pater noſters iram'd, 

(By ſome the Tallies of Devotion nam'd } 

Which of their Pray'rs, and Oraiſons keep tale, 

Leſt they, and Heav'n ſhould in the reck'ning fail, 


G | Here 
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Here Sacred Lights, the Altars graceful Pride, 
Are by Prieſts Breath perlum'd and Sandtified ; 
Made ſome of Wax, of ZHer'ticks Tallow ſome, 
A Gifr, which Iriſh Emma ſent to Rewe + | 


For which great Merit worthily ( we're told ) 


She's now amongſt her Country-Saints inroll'd. 


Here holy Banners are reſery'd in ſtore, 

And Flags, ſuch as the fam'd Armado bore : 
And hallow'd Swords, and Daggers kepr for ule, 
When reſty Kings the Papal Yoke refuſe ; 

And conſecrated Rats: bane, td be laid 
For Her'tick Vermin, which the Church invade. 


But that which brings in moſt of Wealth, and 
Gain, 


Does beſt the Prieſts ſwoln Tripes, and Purſcs 
. ſtrain; 


Here they each Week their conſtant AuQtions(hold, 
Of Reliques, which by Candles Inch are fold: 


Saints by the dozen here are ſet to fale, 
Like Mortals wrought in Gingerbread on Stall. 


H ither 
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Such as of late were to the Savoy ſent : 
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Hicher are loads from emptied Channels brought, 


And Voiders of the Worms from Sextons bought 3 
Which ferve for Retail through the World to 


Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets ſhorn, 
And Felons Bones from rifled Gibbets torn ; 
Like thoſe, which ſome old Hag at midnight 


For Witchcrafts, Amulets, and Charms, and Spells, 
Are paſt for Sacred to the cheap'ning Rout ; 

And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears about, 
This boaſts a Scrap of me, and that a Bir 

Ot good St. George, $t. Patrick, or St. Kit. 

Theſe Locks S.Bridget's were, and thoſe S.Clare's; 
Some for S. Catharine's go, and ſome for her's 
That wip'd her Sawiour's feet, waſhd with her 


Here you may ſee my wounded Leg, and here 
Thoſe, which to China bore the great Xavier, 


Here 
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Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter ſee, ' 
Some call't the Arms of the Society : 

Here is his Lanthorn too, but Faxzx his, not, . 
That was embezcel'd by the Zugnenot. 

Here Garnet's Straws, and Becket's Bones, and Hair, 
For murd'ring whom, ſome Tails are ſaid to wear ; 
As learned Capgrave does record thcir fate, 

And faithful Brizi/þ Hiſtories reate. 

Thoſe are S. Laurence Coals expos'd to view, 
Strangely preſerv'd, and kepr alivetill now. 
That's the fam'd Wildefortis wondrous Beard, 


For which her Maidenhead the Tyrant ſpar'd. 


Yon is the Bapti/?'s Coat, and one of's Heads, 
The reſt are ſhewn in many a place beſides ; 
And of his Teeth as many Sets there are, 

As on their Belts ſix Operators wear. 

Here Bleſſed Mary's Milk, not yet turn'd ſour, 
Renown'd ( like Aſſes) for its healing pow'r, 


Ten Holland Kine ſcarce in a year give more. 


Here 
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Here is her Manteas, and a Smock of hers, 
Fellow to that, which once reliey'd Poidiers : 
Beſides her Zusbands Utenſils of Trade, 
Wherewith ſome prove, that Images were made. 
Here is the Soldiers Spear, and Paſſion-Nails 
Whoſe quantity would ſerve for building Pauls : 
Chips, ſome from Holy Croſs, from Tyburz ſome 
Honour'd by many a Feſuit's Martyrdom : 
All held of ſpecial, and Mirac'lous Pow'r, 
Not 7abor more approv'd for Agu's cure: 


Here Shooes, which, once perhaps at Newgate 
hung, 


Angled their Charity, that paſs'd along, 

Now for S. Peter's go, and th'Office bear 

For Prieſts, they did for leſſer Villains there. 
Theſeare the Fathers Implements, and Fools, 

Their gawdy Trangums for inveigling Fools: 

Theſe ferye for Baits the ſimple to enſnare, 

Like Children ſpirited with Toys at Fair. 


G 3 Nor 
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Nor Are they halt the Artifices yet, 


By which+the Vulgar they delude, and cheat: 
Which ſhould I undertake, much caſfier I, 
Much ſooner might compute what Sins there be 
Wip'd off, and pardon'd at a Jublee. 

Whart Bribes enrich the Datary cach year, 


Or Vices treated on by Eſcobar : 
How many Whores in Rome profeſs the Trade, 
Oc prcater numbers by Confeſſion made. 

One undertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 
The Bounds, Dimenſions, and Extent of Hell; 
How far, and wide th' Infernal Monarch Reigns, 


How many German Leagues his Realm con- 
tains : 


Who are his Miniſters, pretends to know, 
And all their ſeveral Offices below : 

How many Chaudrons he cach year expends 
In Coals for roaſting Hugaexots, and Fiends : 


upon the Jeſuits. 8&7 
And with as much exa@neſs ſtates the caſe, 
As if had been Surveyor of the place. 
Another frights the Rout with ruful Stories, 
Ot wild Chimera's, Limbo's, Purgatories, 
And bloated Souls in ſmoaky durance hung, 
Like a Weſtphalia Gammon, or Neats Tongue, 
To be redeem'd with Maſſes, and a Song. 
A good round Sum muſt the Deliv'rance buy, 
For none may there ſwear out on poverty. 
Your rich, and bounteous Shades are only cas'd, 


No Fleet, or Kings-Bench Ghoſts are thence rc- 
leasd. 


A third, the wicked, and debauch'd to pleaſe, 
Crics up the vertue of Indulgences, 
And all the rates of Vices does aſlelſs ; 
What price they in the holy Chamber bear, 
And Cuſtoms for each Sin imported there : - 
How you at beſt advantages may buy 


Patents for Sacrilege, and Simony. 


G 4 What 
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What Tax is in the Leach'ry- Office laid 


On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply the 
Trade: 


What coſtsa Rape, or Inceſt, and how cheap 


You may an Harlot, or an Ingle keep 
How caſie Murder may afforded be 

For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 

But not of Her'ticks ; there no Pardon lacks, 
'Tis one o'th' Churches meritorious Atts. 

For Venial Trifles, leſs and lighter Faults, 
They ne'er deſerve the trouble of your Thoughts. 
Ten 4ve Maries mumbled to the Crols, 

Clear ſcores of twice ten thouſand ſuch as thoſe : 
Someare at ſound of Chriſten'd Bell forgiven, 
And ſome by fquirt of Holy Water driven: 
Ochers by Anthems plaid are charm'd away, 

As Men cure Bites of the Tarantula. = 


But nothing with the Crowd docs more en- 
hance 


The value of theſe holy Charlatars, 


#pox the Jeſuits. ag 
Than when the Wonders of the Maſs they view, 
Where ſpiritual Jugglers their chief Maſt'ry ſhew: 
Hey Fingo, Sirs ! What's this ? 'cis Bread you ſee 3 
Preſto be gone! 'tis now a Deity. 


Two grains of Dough, with Croſs, and ſtamp of 
Prieſt, 


And five ſmall words pronounc'd, make up their 
Chriſt. 


To this they all fall down, this all adore, 

And ſtrait devour, what they ador'd before ; 

Down goes the tiny Saviour ata birt, 

Tobe digeſted, and atlength beſhic : 

From Altar to Cloſe-Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 

Firſt Wafer, then a God, and then a 
'Tis this, that does the aſtoniſh'd Rout amuſe, 

And Reverence to ſhaven Crown infuſe: 


To ſee a filly, ſinful, mortal Wight 
His Maker make, create the Infinite. 


None boggies at th' impoſſibility ; 
Alas, *tis wondrous Heavenly Myſtery 
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None dares the mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 

Nor-his moſt open Crimes, and Vices blame : 

Saw he thoſe hands that held his God before, 

Strait grope himſelf, and by and by a Whore : 

Should they his aged Father kill, or worſe, 

His Siſters, Daughters, Wite, himſelf too force. 
And hereI might (if I but durſt) reveal 

What pranksare plaid in the Confeſſional : 

How haunted Virgins have bcen diſpoſleſt, 

And Devils were caſt out, to let in Prieſt: 

What Fathers aCt with Novices alone, 

And what to Punks in ſhrievings Scats is done ; 

Who thither flock to Ghoſtly Confeſlor, 

To clear old debts, and tick with Heaven for more. 

Oft have I ſcen theſe hallow'd Altars Rain'd 

With Rapes, thoſe Pews which Buggeries profan'd : 


| 
Not great Ce/lzer, nor any greater Bawd, 


Ot note, and long experience in the Trade, 


Has morc,and fouler Scenes of Luſt ſurvey'd. 


But 


\ 
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But I theſe dang'rous Truths forbear to tell, 
For fear I ſhould the Inquiſition feel. 

Should I tell all their countleſs Knaveries, 

Their Cheats, and Shams, and Forgeries, and Lies. 


Their Cringings, 'Croſlings, Cenſings, Sprinklings, 
Chriſms, | 


Their Conjurings, and Spells, and Exorciſms ; 
Their Motly Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, 


Albs, Ammits, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and 
Cowls. | 


Should I tell all their ſeveral Services, 

Their Trentals, Maſles, Dirges, Roſaries ; 

Their folemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades, 
Their holy Masks, and ſpiritual Cavyalcades, 

With thouſand Antick Tricks, and Gambols more ; 
'Twould ſwell the fum to ſuch a mighty ſcore, * 
That I at length ſhould more voluminous grow, 
Than Crabb, or Sxrins, lying Fox, or Stow. 
Believe what Cer I have rclated here, 


As true, as if *cwere ſpoke from Porph'ry Chair. | 


It 


[ 
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If I have feign'd in ought, or broach'd a Lie, 
Let worſt of Fates attend me, let mebe 


Pift on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-whore, 


Or fiad my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ſhore : 
Or make next Bonfire for the Powder-Plet, 
The ſport of every ſneering Fugaenot. 
There like a Martyr'd Pope in Flames cxpire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire. 


QE———_ 
— 


Ande aliquid brevibus Gyaris, & carcere dignum, 
Si vis eſſe aliguis, ———Juven. Sat, 


O D F 


—— — 


I. 


OW Curſes on you all! ye vertuous 
Fools, . 


Who think to fetter free-born ſouls, 

And tie *em to dull Morality, and Rules. 
The Sagarite be damn'd, andall the Crew 
Of learned Ideots, who his ſteps purſue 3 


And thoſe more filly Proſelytes, whom his fond 
precepts drew. 


Oh! had his Erhicks been with their wild Au- 
thor drown'd, 


Or a like Fate with thoſe loſt Writings found, _ 
Which 


(094) 
Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to fire, 


And made by unjuſt Flames expire : 
They ner had then ſeduc'd Mortality, 


Ncer laſted todebauch the World with their lewd 
Pedantry. 


But damn'd, and more (if Hell can do' ©)! be thar 
thrice curſed name, 


Who e'e#the Rudimentsof Law 3cſigg'd 5 
Who cer did the firſt Model of Religion frame, 


And by that double Vaſſalage enthrall'd Mankind, 


By nought before, but their own Pow'r, or Will 
_confin'd : 


Now quite abridg'd of all their Prim'tive Li- 
berty, 


And ſſaves to cach capricious Monarch's Tyranny. 


More happy Brutes! who the great Rule of Senſe 
crve, 


And n&er from their firſt Charrer ſwerve. 
Happy! whoſe lives are meerly to enjoy, 


And feel no ſtings of Sin, which may their bliſs 
annoy. 


Still unconcern'd at Epithets of ill, or good, 


Diſtin&tions unadult rare Nature ncyer underſtood. 
2. Hencc 


(95) 
2. 


Hence hated Virtue from our goodly Ifle, 
No more our joys beguile ; 


No more with thy loath'd preſence plague our hap- 
py ſlate, 


Thou enemy to all, thar's brisk, or gay, or brave, 
or great. 


Be gone with all thy pious meagre Train, 
To ſome unfruitiul, unfrequented Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 
And there extend thy rigorous command: 
There where illib'ral Nature's niggardiſe 
' Hasſera Tax on Vice. - 
Where the lean barren Region.does enhance 
The worth of dear Intemperance, 
And for each-pleaſurable ſin exacts exciſe. 
We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, 
And want no tempting Luxuries, 
No good convenient ſinning opportunities, 


Which Nature's Bounty could beſtow, or Heaven's 
Kindneſs lend. 


Go 
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Go follow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 
Who hererofore diſguſted art increaſing Vice, 


Diſlik'd the World , and thought it too pro- 


fane, 


And timely hence retir'd, and kindly neer return'd 
again. 


Hence to thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 
Converſe with Saints, and holy Folks above z 


Thoſe may thy preſence woo, 


—_—_— eaſe affords them nothing elſe to 
0: 


Where baughty ſcornful I, 


And my great Friends will ncer vouchlaſe thee 
company. 
Thou'rt now an hard, unpraQticable good, 
Toodifficuit for fleſh and blood : 


Were I all foul, like them, perhaps I'd learn to 
practiſe thee. 


3: 


Vertue ! thou ſolemn grave impertinence, 


Abhorr'd by all the Men of Wir, and Senſe. 
Thou 
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Thou damn'd Fatigue! that clogſt lifes journey here, 


Though thou no weight of wealth or  profic 
bear 3 - 


Thou pulling fond Green- ſickneſs of the mind ! 
That mak '{ us prove to our own' ſelves unkind, 
Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for diet chule, 6 
And, Pleaſur's better food refuſe. ; 
Curſt Jilt! thar lead'ſt deluded Mortals on, 


Till they too late perceive themſelves un 
dong, ' | 


Chous'd by a Dowry in reverſion. 

The greateſt Votary, thou c'cr could(t boaſt, 
(Piry ſo brave a Soul was on thy ſervice loſt ; 

What Wonders he in wickedneſs had done, + 
Whom thy weak pow'r could fo inſpire a. 

lone? ) 

Tho long with fond Amours he courted thee, 
Yer dying, did recant his vain Idolatry: 

At length, though late, he did ——_ with 


ſhame, 


| Forcd to confeſs thee nothing, but an empty 
name. 


H ; So 


ik. > 4a 
So was that Lecher gull'd, whoſe haughty love 


Deſign'd a Rape on the Queen Regent of the 
Gods above: 


When he a Goddeſs thought he had in chace 


He found a gaudy vapour in the place, 


And with thin Air beguil'd his ſtary'd\ 
embrace, 


Idly he ſpent his vigour, ſpent his blood, 


| And tyr'd' himſelf. oblige an unperforming 


Cloud. 
4 


4- 
If Human Kind to thee &er Worſhjp paid ; 

They were by ignorance miſled, 
Thpr only them deyour, and thee a Goddeſs made. 


Known haply in the worlds rude untaught i in- ' 
fancy, 


Before it hdd out-grown its childiſh innocence, 
Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, 


Or reach'd the Man-hood, and diſcretion of Dc: 
bauchery 5 


Known in thoſe antient goodly duller times, 


When craſty Pagans had engroſs'd all crimes: 
When 
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When Chriſtian Fools were obſtinatel y good, 
Nor yet their Goſpel-freedom underſtood. 

Tamecafie Fops |whyg could fo prodigally bleed, 


To be _— Saints, *and dye a Calendar with 
red: 


No prudent Heathen e'er ſeduc'd could be, 
To ſufter Martyrdom for thee : 


Only that arcant Aſs whomthe falſe Oracle call'd 
Wiſe 


( No wonder it the Devil utter'd lies ) 


* That ſniveling Puritan, who ſpite of all the 
mode 


Would be unfaſhionably good, 

And exercis'd his whining gifts torail at Vice : 
Him all the Wits of Athens damn'd, 

And juſtly with Lampoons detam'd : 


But when the mad Fanatick could not ſilenc'd 
be 


From broaching dang rous Divinity; 


The wiſe Republick made him for prevention die, 


And fent him. to the Gods, and better 
company. 


H'2 5. Let 
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| a 
Let fumbling Age be grave, and wiſe, 


And Vertue's poor contemn'd 14a prize, 


Wit never knew, or now are paſt the ſweets of 
Vice 3 


While we whoſe aCtive pulſes beat 


With luſty youth, and vigorous heat, 


Can all their Beards, and Morals too deſpiſe, 


While my plump veins are fil'd with luſt and 
blood 5 : ” ' 


Ler not one thought of her intrude, 

Or dare approach my breſt, _ 

But know 'cis all poſleſt | 
By a more welcome gueſt : 

') . And know, Thave not yet the leiſure ro be good. 

It ever unkind deſtiny 

Shall force long life on me ; 

If cer I muſt the curſe of dotage bear; 


Perhaps I'll dedicate thoſe dregs of Time 
—_, 


And come with Crutches her moſt humble 


Votary. 
When * 


( 10x ) 
When ſprightly Vice retreats from hence, 
And quits the ruins of decayed ſenſe; 
She'll ſerve touſher in a fair pretence, 


And varniſh with her name a well- diſſembled i im- 
potence, 


When Priſick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and Pal- 


ſies ſeize, 


And all the Bill of Maladies, 


Which Heaven to puniſh over-living Mortals 
ſends 3 


Then let her enter with the numerous infirmi- 
ties, 


Her felt the greateſt plague, which wrinkles, and 
grey hairs attends. 


6. 
Tell me, ye venerable Sots, who court her moſt, 
What ſmall advantage can ſhe boaſt, 


Which her great Riyal hach not in a greater ſtore 
ingrolt. 


Her boaſted calm, and peace of mind, 
In Wine, and Company we better find, 


Find it with Pleaſure too combin'd. 
| H ; * 
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In mighty Wine, where we our ſenſes ſteep, 


And Lull our Cares, and Conſciences a- 
ſlcep. | 


But why do IT that wild Chimera name? 
Conſcience! that giddy airy Dream, 


Which does from brain-ſick heads, or ill-digeſting 
ſtomachs ſteam. | 


Conſcience! the vain fantaſtick fear 


Ot puniſhments, we know not when, nor 
where : 


Project of crafty Stateſmen ! ro ſupport weak 
LAW, - 


Whereby they laviſh Spirits awe, 


And daſtard Souls to forc'd obedience 
draw. 


Grand Wheadle! which our Gown'd Impoſtors 
uſe, 


The poor unthinking Rabble ro abule. 


Scarecrow ! to fright ftrom the torbidden fruit of 
Vice, 


Their own beloved Paradiſe : 


Let thoſe vile Canters wickedneſs decry, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Mercenary Tongues take pay 


For what they fay ; 


And yet commend in praCtice what their words 
deny, | 
While we diſcerning Heads, who farther pry, 
Their holy Cheats defie, 


And ſcorn their Frauds, and ſcorn their 
ſanCtified Cayoulery. 


7+ | 
None but dull unbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 


Whoadt their wickedneſs with an ill grace; 
Such their profeſſion ſcandalize, 
And juſtly forteit all thar praile ; 
All that eſteem, that credit, and applauſe, 
Which we by our wiſe menage from a ſincan raiſe. 
A true, and brave tranſgreſſor ought 


To fin with the ſame height of ſpirir, Ceſar 
tought : 


Mean-ſoul'd offenders now no honours gain, 
Only debauches of the nobler ſtrain. 
Vice well-improv'd yields bliſs, and fame beſide, 


. And ſome for finning have been deifi'd. 
H 4 Thus 
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Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 
By theſe brave methods to the ſeats aboye. 


Ev'n Jove himſelf, the Sovereign Deity, 
| Father and King of all rh immortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree 3 
By Crimes above the reach of weak Mortality. 
He Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 


Each Goddeſs turn'd a glorious Punk o'rh' 
rage z 


And all that Sacred Place 
Wa: filld with Baftard-Gods of his own race : 
Almighty Lech'ry got his firſt repute, 


And everlaſting Whoring was his chiefeſt Artri- 
bute. | | 


8. 
How gallant was that Wretch, whoſe happy guilr 
A Fame upon the Ruins of a Temple built! 
« Let Fools, faid he, Impiety alledg, 
*And urge the no great fault of Sacrilege : 


+P'Il fer the Sacred Pile on flame, 


_ *Andin its Aſhes write my laſting Name, 


* My 


| ( 105 ) 
* My name. which thus ſhall be 
| * Deathleſs as its own Deiry. 
© Thus the vain-glorious Carian Tll out-do, 
* And Fgypts proudeſt Monarchs too ; 
" Thoſe laviſh Prodigals, who idly did conſume 
© Their Lives, and Treaſures to erett a Tomb, 
* And only great by being buried would become : 
* At cheaper rates than they Tl! buy renown, 


*And my loud Fame ſhall all their ſilent glories 
drown. 


So ſpake the daring Hector, fo did Propheſie : 
And ſoit prov'd: invain did envious Spite 
By fruitleſs methods try 
To raze his well-buiit Fame, and Memory 
Amongſt Poſterity : 
The Boutefeu can now Immortal write, 
While the inglorious Founder is forgotten quite. 


9. 
Yetgreater was that mighty Emperor ; 
( A greater crime befitted his high Pow'r ) 


Who 
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Who facrific'd a City to a Jeſt, 


And ſhew'd he knew the grand intrigues of 
humor belt : 


He made all Rome a Bonefire to his tame, 


And ſung, and play'd, and danc'd amidſt the 
Flame ; 


Bravely begun! yet pity there he ſtay'd, 
One ſtep to Glory more he ſhould have made : 
He ſhould have heay'd the noble frolick higher, 
And made the People on that Fun'ral pile expire, 
Or providently with their Blood put out the Fire, 
Had this been done 3 
The utmoſt pitch of Gloty he hod won : 
No greater Monument could be 
To conſecate him to eternity, 
Nor ſhould there need another Herald of his 
praiſe, but me. 
IO. 


And thou, yet greater Faux, the glory of our 
Iſle, 


Whom baffled Hell eſteems irs chieleſt Foyl ; 
"TI were 
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'Twere injury ſhould I omit thy name 


Whoſe Action merits all the breath of Fame. 
Methinks I'ſfce the trembling ſhades below 
Around in humble reverence bow ; 
Doubtful they ſeem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to thee: , 


No wonder he (grown jealous of thy tear'd ſucceſs ) 
Envy'd Mankind the honour of thy wickednets, 


And ſpoil'd that brave intent, which muſt have 
made his grandeur leſs. | 


Howe'cr regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 

Thy Plot by treachrous fortune croſt, 

Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt. 
Thou the full praiſe of Villany ſhalt ever ſhare, 


And all will judge thy A&, compleat enough, 
when thou could(t dare : 


So thy great Maſter fear'd; whoſe high diſdain 


Contemn'd that Heaven, where he could not 
Reign, 


When he with bold Ambition ſtrove 
T* uſurp the Throne above, 


And led againſt the Deity an armed Train, 
Thopeh 
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Tho from his vaſt deſigns he fell, 
O'er-power'd by his Almighty Foe, 


Yer pain'd he Viftory in his overthrow : | 


He pain'd ſufficient Triumph, chat he durſt Re- 
_ -* 


And *twas ſome pleaſure to be thought the 
great'{t in Hell. 


IT. 
Tell me, you great Triumvirate, what ſhall-I do 
To be illuſtrious as you? 
| Let your examples moye me with a gen'rous fire, | 
Let them into my daring thoughts inſpire - 


Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome yaſt Gyant- 
crime, 


Unknown, unheard, unthought of by all paſt 
_ and preſent time. 


Tis done, *tis done; Methinks, I feel the powt- 
ful charms, 


And a new heat of fin my ſpirit warms z 


I travel with a glorious miſchief, for whoſe birth, 


My Soul's too narrow, and weak Fate too feeble 
ro bring forth. 


Let 
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Let the unpitied Vulgar tamely go, 


And ſtock for company, the wild Plantagjons 
down below : 


Such heir vile Souls for viter Barter ſell, 


Scarce worth the damning , or their room in 
Hell. | | 


Weare his Gratidecs, and expect as much prefer- 
ment there, 


For our good Service, as on Earth we ſhare. 
In them fin is but a meer privative of good, 
The frailty, and defeCt of fleſh and blood: 
In us 'tis a perfe&tion, who profeſs 
A ſtudied, and elaborate wickedneſs. 
Weare the great Royal Society of Vice, 

Whoſe Talents are to make diſcoverics, 
And adyance Sin like other Arts, and Sciences. 
*Tis I the bold Columbas, only I, 

Who muſt new Worlds in Vice deſcry, 
And fix the pillars of. unpaſſable iniquity. 
I2. . 
How ſneaking was the firſt debauch that ſin'd 


Who fer ſo ſmall a Crime fold human kind ! 
: How 
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How undeſcrving that high place, 


® To be thought Parent of -our ſin, and race, 
Who by low guilt our Nature doubly did debaſe! 
Unworthy was he to. be thoughe 
Father of the grearfirſt-born Cain, which he begot; 
Thenoble Cain, whoſe bold, and gallant a& , 
Proclaim'd him of more high extradt: 
Unworthy me, 
And all the braver partof his Poſterity. 
Had the juſt Fates deſign'd mein his ſtead ; 
I'd done ſome great, and unexampled deed : 
A deed, which ſhould decry 
' The Stoicks dull Equality, 
And ſhew that fin admits tranſcendency : 


A deed, wherein the Tempter ſhould not 
ſhare 


* Above what Heav'n could puniſh, and 
above what he could dare. 


For greater crimes than hisI would have fell, 


And ated ſomewhat, which might merit more 
than Hel. | 


PL. 


w_——— 


_ Apology for the foregoing _ by =y of $ 
Epil, OTE. 


Y part is done, and you'll, I hope, excuſe 
M Th' extravagance of a repenting Mule, 
Pardon what e'er ſhe hath too boldly aid, 

She only acted here in Maſquerade. » 

For the ſlight Arguments ſhe did produce, 

Were not to flatter Vice, bur to traduce. 

So we Buffoons in Princely Dreſs expoſe, 

Not to be gay, but more ridiculous; 

When ſhe an HeQor for her Subject had, 
She thought ſhe muſt be Termagant, and mad : 


That made her ſpeak like a lewd Punk o'u!' 
Town, 


Who by converſe with Bullies wicked grown, 
Has learn'd the Mode tp cry all Virtue down, 
But now the Vizard's oft; the changes Scene, 


And turns a modeſt ciyil Girl agen. 
Our 


'( 112 ) 
Our Poet has a different taſte of Wir, 
Nor will tocommon Vogue himlelt ſubmit. 
Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 
In venting dull iofipid Blaſphemy 3 
He ſwears he cannot with thoſe terms diſpenſe, 


Nor will be damn'd for the repute of ſenle. - 


Wit's name was never to profaneneſs due, 

For then you ſce he could be witty too: 

He could Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, 
But that he's Loyal, and knoays better things, 


Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſon\ 
ſprings. 


He likes not Wit, which can't a Licence claim, 
To which the Author dares not ſet his Name. 
Wit ſhould be open, court each Reader's cye, 
Not lurk in fly unprinted privacy, 

But Crim'nal Writers like dull Birds of Night, 
For weakneſs, or for ſhame avoid the light ; 

May ſucha Jury for their Audience have, 


And from the Bench, not Pit, their doomreceiye. 
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May they the Tow'r for their due merits ſhare, 
And a juſt wreath of Hemp, not Laurel wear : 
He could be Bawdy too, and nick the times, 


In what they dearly love; Damn'd placket 
Rhimes, 


Such as our Nobles write 


Whoſe nauſeous Poetry can reach no higher 
Than what the Codpicce, or its God inſpire: 
Solewd, they ſpend at quill; you'd juſtly think; 
They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink. 
But he ſtill chought rhat little Wir, or none, 
Which a juſt modeſty muſt never own, 

And a meer Reader with a Bluſh attone. 

If Ribauldry deſery'd the praiſe of Wir, 

He muſt reſign to each illir'rate Citr, 

And Prentices, and Car-men challenge it. 
Ey'n they roo can be ſmart, and witty there ; 
for allmen on that SubjeCt Poets arc. 
Hencetorth he vows, if evermote he find 
Himſelf ro the baſe itch of Verſe inclin'd ; 
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If Cer he's given up fo far to write; 


He never means to make his end delight : 
Should he do ſo , he muſt deſpair ſucceſs : 

For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleale, 
And muſt be damn'd for want of Wickednels. 
He'll therefore uſe his Wit another way, 


And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay. 


Tho againſt Vertue once he drew his Pen, 


OO —— 
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He'll n&er for ought, bur her defence agen. 


Had he a Genius, and Poctick raft, 


Great asthc Vices of this guilty Age. 
Were he all Gall, and arm's with ſtore of ſpight; 


*'T were worth his gains to undertake to write 3 
To noble Satyr he'd direct his aim, 

And by't Mankind, and Poetry reclaim, 

He'd ſhoot his Quills juſt like a Porcupine 

At Vice, and make them ſtab in every Line, 

" The world ſhould learn to bluſh, —— 
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And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould 
fright; 


And all ſhould think him Heay*ns juſt Plague, de- 
ſign'd | 


To viſit for the ſins of lewd Mankind. 
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Byblis m exemplo eſt, - ut ament conceſſa puelle. 
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Modunque 
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- OU heedleſs Maids, whoſe young, 


and tender hearts, 


Unwounded yet, have ſcap'd the fa- 
ral darts; 


Let the fad tale of wretched Bydlis move, 
And learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love, 


I 4 


120 The P ASSTON 

Not all the plenty, all the bright reſort | 
Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court, 
Could charm the hauty Nymphs diſdainful heart, 


Or from a Brother's guilty Love m_ : 


Cainus ſhe lov'd, not asa Siſter ought, : - 
Bur Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot : 
Caunus alone n__ up her Thoughts, and Eyes, - 
For him alone ſhe wiſhes; grieves and' fighs. 
At firſt her new-born Paſſion owns no name, 
A glim ring Spark ſcarce kindling. i into flame ; 
She thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 
She ſnatch an harmleſs bliſs, if her fond clip 
With looſe' embraces oft his Neck ſurround, 
And Love is yet- in debts of Nature drown'd. 
But Love at length grows naughty by degrees, 
And now the likes, and ftrives her ſelf to pleaſe: 
Well-dreſt ſhe comes,&: arms her Eyes with darts, 
Her Smiles with charms, and all the ſtudied arrs 


Which practis'd Love can teach to yanquiſh 
hearts. 


Tndu- 
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Induſtrious now, ſhe labours to be fair, 
And envies all, whoever fairer are. 

Yer knows ſhe not, ſhe loves, bur ſtill does grow, 
Infenſibly the thing, ſhe does not know : 
Stridt honour yet her check'd defires does bind, 
And modeſt thoughts, on this ſide wiſh confin'd Þ-; 
Only within ſhe ſoqrhs her pleaſing flames, 
And now, the hated terms of Blood diſclaims ; 
Brother ſounds harſh ; ſhe the unpleaſing word 
Strivesto forget, and oftner calls him Lord: 
And when the name of Siſter grates her ear, 
Could wiſh'd unfaid, and rather Byblzs hear. 

Nor dare ſhe yer with waking thoughts admit 
A wanton hope: but when returning night 
With Sleep's ſoft gentle ſpell her Senſes charms, 
Kind fancy often brings him to her Arms : 
In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 
To graſp, and joys, yet bluſhes too in Dream. 
She wakes, and long in wonder ſilent lies, 
And thinks on her late pleaſing Ecſtaſies: 


I22 The P ASSION 
Now likes, and now abhors her guilty flame, 
By turnsabandon'd to her Love, and Shame: 


Art length her ſtruggling thoughts an utr'cance 
ad, 


And vent the wild diſorders of her mind. 


*Ah me! ( ſhecries ) kind. Heaven avert! what 
means . 


* This boading form, that nightly rides my dreams? 


* Grant 'em untruc! why ſhould lewd hope gi- 
vine ? | 


*Ah! why was this too charming Viſion ſeen? 
© Tis true, by the moſt.envious wretch, thart ſees, 
* He's own'd all fair, and loyely,:own'd a prize; 
*Worthy the conqueſt of the btighteſt.eyes : * 
* A prizethar wou'd-my-high'ſt Ambition fill, 
* Allicould wiſh; —but:he's my Brother ſtill! 
* That cruel word-for 'eyer muſt disjoyn, 

« Nor can I hope, 'butthus, ro have'him mine. 
. * Sincethen 1 waking never wut ipolſeſs ; 
*Letmein ſkcep at leaſt enjoy the bliſs, 


* And ſure nice Vertue can't forbid me this: 
| « Kind 
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Kind ſleep does no malicious ſpies admit, 

Yer yields a lively ſetnblance of delight : 

Gods! whata ſcene of joy was that! how faſt 
«[claſp'd the Viſion to my panting breſt ! | 


«With _ fierce bounds I ſprung to meet my 
bli S, 


«While my wrapt ſoul flew out in every kiſs! 
'Till breathleſs, faint, and ſoftly ſunk away, 
Tall diſfoly'd in recking pleaſures lay ! 


How ſweet is the remembrance yet! though 
night 


'Too haſty fled, drove on by envious light. 
*Othat we mighc the Laws of Nature break! 7 

-How well would Cauvus me an Husband make !! 

'How well to Wife might he his ByÞ/:s take! \ 

*Wou'd God! in all things we had partners bin 

' Beſides our Parents, and our fatal Kin 

' Wou'd thou wert nobler, I more meanly born, 

*Then puiltleſs I'd deſpair'd, and ſuffer'd ſcorn: 

' Happy that Maid unknown, whoce'er ſhall prove 


Yo bleſt, ſo envied to deſerve thy love. 


* Un- 


x24 The P ASSION 
* Unhappy me! whom the ſame womb did joyn, 
© Which now forbids me ever to be thine : 
* Curſt fate! that we alone in that agree, 
* By which we ever muſt divided be. 
* And muſt we be? what meant my viſion then? 
* Are they, and all their dear preſages vain ? 
* Have Dreams no credit, but with eaſie love? 
« Or do they hit ſometimes, and faithful prove? 
« The Gods forbid ! yet thoſe whom I invoke, 
« Have lov like me, have their own Siſters took: 
© Great Saturn, and his greater Offt:-ſpring Fove, 
«Both ſtock'd their Heaven with inceſtuous Love: 
*Gods have their privilege : why do I ſtrive 
*'To ſtrain my Hopes to their Preragative ? 

« No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, 
* Or quench it with my Blood, and with't exPire: 
*Unſtain'd in honour, "_— unhurt in fame, 
*Let the Grave bury 1 my Love, and Shame: 
* But when at my laſt hour gaſping lie, 
*Let only my kind Marderer be by : 


'E « 


Let 
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Let him, while I breath our my ſoul in ſighs, 
«Or gaz't away, look on with pitying eyes : 
{Let him ( for ſure he can't deny me this) 
« Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs. 

© Beſides, 'twere vain ſhould I alone agree 
«To what anothers Will muſt ratifie ; 
:Cou'd I be fo abandon'd to conſent ; 


«What I have paſs for good and innocent, 


—_— 


* He may perhaps as worſt of Crimes reſent. 
Yet we amongſt our Race examples find 

'Of Brothers, who have been to Siſters kind : 
:Fam'd Caxace cou'd he thus ſucceſsful prove, 
(Cou'd Crown her wiſhes in a Brother's love. 
'But whence cou'd I theſe inſtances produce ? 

' How came I witty to my ruin thus? 
'Whither will this mad frenzy hurry on? 


"Hence, hence, you naughty flames, far he 
be gone, 


Nor let me &er the ſhameful Paſſion own. 


© And 
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* And yet ſhow'd. he addreſs; I ſhou'd for give, 
fI fear, I fear, I ſhould his ſuit receive 2 


* Shall therefore I, who cou'd not love diſown 


6 Offer'd by him, not mine to make him known? 


«* And canſt thou. ſpeak 2: can thy bold tongue de- 


clare? 


© Yes Love ſhall force: 
dare. 


and now methinks 1 


*But leſt fond modeſty at length refuſe, 
« ] will fome ſure, and better method 'chuſe: 


* A Letter ſhall my ſecret flames diſcloſe, 


* And hide my Blufſhes, but revcal their cauſe. 


This takes, and *cis refolv'd as ſoon as faid 5 


-With this ſhe rais'd her felf upon her Bed, 


And propping with her hand-her leaning head : 
* Happen what will (fays ſhe ) Fil make himknow 


. Whar pains, what raging pains I undergo : 

© Ah me ! I rave! what tempeſts ſhake my breſt? 
« And where 2 O where will-this diſtraCtion reſt? 
Trembiing, her thoughts endite, and oft her Eyc 


Looks back forfear of conſcious ſpies too nigh : 
; One 
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One hand her Paper, rother holds her Pen, 
. And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lines muſt drain. 


Now ſhe begins, now ſtops, and ſtopping 
frames - 


New Doubts, now writes, and now her writing | 
damns. \ ,- _ 

17 Shewrites, defaces, alters, likes, and blames: 

Olt chrows in haſt her Pen, and Paper by : 

Then takes 'em up again as haſtily: 

Unſteddy her refolyes, fickle, and vain, 

No ſooner made, but ſtrait unmade again : 

What her deſires would have, ſhe does not know, 

Diſpleas'd with all, what cer ſhe goes to do: 

At once contending, ſhame, and hope, and fear, 

Wrack her toſt mind, and in her looks appear. 

Siſter was wrote ; but ſoon miſpuiding doubt 

Recalls it, and the guilty word blots our. 

Again ſhe pauſes, and again begins, 

Artlength her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines. 
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« Kind health, which you, and only you can 
grant. 


* Which, if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever want 
«To you your Lover ſends : ah! bluſhing Shame 


« Infilence. bids her Paper hide her name : 

« Wou'd God the fatal Meſſage might be done 

* Without annexing it, nor Byblis known, 

*Eer bleſt ſucceſs her hopes, and wiſhes crown, 
* And had Inow my ſmother'd grict conceal'd, 

*It might by tokens paſt have been reveal'd : 

* A thouſand proofs were ready to impart 

* The inward anguiſh of my wounded heart : 

« Ofr, as your ſight a ſudden bluſh did raiſe, 

* My blood cameup to meet you at my face: 

* Ofc (if you call ro mind ) my longing Eyes 

©Betray'd in looks my ſouls too thin diſguile : 


* Think how their Tears, think how my. heaving 
Breſt 


* Oft in deep fighs ſome cauſe unknown conteſt: 


*Think how thcſe Arms did oft wich fierce em- 
brace, 


* Eager 
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* Fager as my deſires, about you pres : 


« Theſe Lips toa, when they cou'd ſo happy 
prove, 


* (Had you bur mark'd) with cloſe warm kiſſes 


ſtrove 
«To whiſper ſomething more than Siſters Love. 


* And yet, though rankling grief my mind di- 
{treſt, 


© Tho raging flames within burn up my breſt 

* Long time did the mighty pain endure, 

*Long ſtrove to bring the fierce diſeaſe to cure : 

* Witneſs, ye cruel Powrs, who did inſpire 

© This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtiefſs fire, 

* Witneſs, what pains (for you alone can know ) 
«This helpleſs wretch to quench't did undergo: 
A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
*Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bare : 
*Ofermatch'd in pow'r at laſt, I'm forc'd to yield, 
'And to the conqu'ritig God reſign the held : 

'To you, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, 
*From you with humble pray'rs Ibeg redreſs : 


k Yor 
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© You rule alone my arbitrary fate, 


© And lite, and death on your diſpoſal wait: 


© Ordain, as you think fir; deny, or grant, 


« Yet kno no {tranger is your ſuppliant. 


* But ſhe, who, tho to you by Blood allied 


© In neareſt bonds, in nearer wou'd be tied. 


* Let doting age debate of Law, and Right, 


* And gravely ſtate the bounds of juſt, and fir; 
< Whoſe Wiſdom's but their envy, to deſtroy 
© And bar thoſe pleaſures, which they can't enjoy: 


© Our blooming years, more ſprightly, and more 
84)» 
* By Nature were deſign'd for love and play : 


*Youth knows no check, but leaps weak Vertu's 
tence, 


* And briskly hunts the noble chaſe of Senſe: 


* Without dull thinking we enjoyment trace, 


« And call that lawful, whatſoc'er does pleaſe. 


* Nor will our guilt want inſtances alone, 


* Tis whar the glorious Gods above haye done: 


* Let's 
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* Let's follow where thoſe great examples went, 
« Nor think that Sin, where Heaven's a precedent. 


*Lert neither awe of Fathers frowns , nor 
ſhame 


© For ought that can be told by blabbing fame, 
* Nor any paſtlier fantom, fear can frame, 
*Frighten or ſtop usin our way to bliſs, 
* But boldly let us ruſh on happineſs : 
* Where glorious hazards ſhall enhanſe delight, 
* And that, that makes it dang'rous, make it great: 
* Relatioh too, which does our fault increaſe, 
* Will ſerve that fault the better to diſguiſe: 
That lers us now in private olten meet 
* Bleſs'd opportunities for ſtoln delight : 
*[n publick often we embrace, and kiſs, 
* And fear no jealous, no ſuſpeCting eyes: 
* How little more remains for me to crave! . 
*How little more tor you to give! O fave 
* A wretched Maid undone by Love, and you, 


*Who does in tears, and dying accents fue; 
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© Who bleeds that Paſſion, ſhe had ne'er reveal'd, 
© If not by Love, Almighty Love compell'd : 


© Norever let her mournitul Tomb complain, 
* Here Byblis /ies, kil/d by your cold diſdain. 


"- 


Here forc'd to end, for want of room, not will 


Toadd, her lines the crowded Margin fill, 

Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 

The Paper, which her ſhameful Meſlage holds 3 

And ſealing, as ſhe wept with boading fear, 

She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. 

This done, a truſty Meſſenger ſhe call'd, 

And in kind words the whiſper'd Errand tald : 

© Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe faid, 

«To my dear, — thee ſhe paus'd a while, and 
ſtaid, S 

And by and by--- Brother----was heard ro add: 

As ſhe deliver'd it with her commands, 

The Letter fell from out her trembling hands, 

Diſmay'd with theill Omer, ſhe anew 


Doubtcd ſucceſs, and held, yet bad him go. 


| ToCaunus hands the fatal ſecrer brought: 
Soon as the doubtful Youth a glance had caſt 
On the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 
Strait horror, and amazement fill'd his breſt: 
fmparient with his rage, he could not ſtay 


To ſce theend, but threw't half read away. 
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He goes, and after quick admiſſion got, 
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Scarce could his hands the trembling wretch for- 


bear, 


Nor did his tongue thoſe angry threatnings ſpare : 


* Fly hence, nor longer my chat'd fury truſt, 
* Thou curſed Pander of deteſted Luſt ; 

f Fly quickly hence, and to thy ſwiftneſs owe 
* Thy life, a forfeit to my vengeance due: 


* Which, had nor danger of my Honour croſt, 


* Thou'd(t paid by this, and been ſent back a Ghoſt. 
He the rough orders ſtrait obeys, and bears 


The killing news to wretched By/zs ears; 
Like ſtriking Thunder the fierce tidings ſtun, 


And to her heart quicker than lightning run: 


g 
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The frighted blood forſakes her ghaſtly face, 
Anda ſhort death doth every member ſcize : 


But ſoon as ſenſe returns, her frenzy too 


Returns, and intheſe words breaks forth anew. 
* And juſtly ferv'd 3 — for why did fooliſh I 


£ Conſent to make this raſh diſcovery ? ; 


* Why did Ichus in haſty lines reycal 
* That dang'rous ſecret, Honour wou'd conceal ? 
© Iſhou'd have firſt with art diſguis'd the hook, 
« And ſcen how well the gawdy bait had took, 
* And found him hung art leaſt before I ſtrook : 
* From ſhore I ſhow'd have firſt deſcri'd the wind 
© Whether *rwould prove to my adventure kind, 
*Ere Ito untry'd Scas my ſelf refign'd : 
* Now daſh'd on Rocks, unable to retire, 
© I muſt ith* wreck of all my hopes expire, 

© And was notT by tokens plain enough 
* Fore-warn'd to quit my inauſpicious Loye? 
« Did nor rhe Fates my ill ſuccels toretell, 
* When from my hands th'unhappy Letter fell 
| * $0 
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« So ſhould my hopes have done, and my deſign, 
*Thar, or the day ſhould then have alter'd been 3 
« But rather the unlucky day ; when Heaven 
:Such ominous proofs of irs diſlike had given : 
* And ſoit had, had not mad Paſſion ſway'd, 
* And Reaſon been by blinder Love miſled. 

« Beſides (alas! I ſhou'd my ſelt have gone, 
* Nor made my Pena proxy to my Tongue 


* Much more I cou'd haye ſpoke, much more have 
told, 


©Than a ſhort Letter's narrow room would hold : 
* He might haveſeen my looks, my wiſhing Eyes, 
*My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sjghs 3 
« About his Neck I could have flung my Arms, 

* And been all over Love, all over Charms; 


* Graſp'd, and hung on his Knees, 'and there haye 
dycd, 


* There breath'd. my gaſping Soul out, if denied : 
"This and ten thouſand things I might have done 


*To make my Paſſion with advantage knawn ; 
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* Which if they cach could not have bent his mind, 
* Yet ſurely all had forc'd him to be kind. 


* Perhaps he, whom I ſent, was too in faulr, 


* Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage, as he ought ; 
cT fear he went in {ome ill-choſen hour, 
* When cloudy weather made his temper lour. L 
© Not thoſe calm ſcaſons of the mind, which prove, 
* The fitteſt to receive the ſeeds of Love ; 
* Theſe things have ruin'd me; for doubtleſs he 
© Is made of human fleſh, and blood, like me ; 
* He ſuck'd no Typreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, 
« Nor docs his Breft relentleſs Marble wear. 
* He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again I'll cry, 
*And try again, if he again deny: 
« No ſcorn, no harſhrepulſe, or rough defeat 
« Shall ever my defire, or hopes rebate. 
* My earneſt ſuits ſhall never give him reſt, 
* While Life, and Love more durable, ſhall laſt : 
* Alive T'll prels, till breath in pray'rs be loſt, 


* Andafter come a kind beſceching Ghoſt. 


* For, 
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* For, if I might, what I have. done, recall, 
* The firſt point were, not to haye don't at all ; 
* But ſince *ris done, the ſecond to be gain'd 

* Is now to have, what I have ſought, attain'd : 

* For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quir, 
* Can never my unchaſlt attempts forget: | 
* Should I deſiſt, *rwill be believ'd that I 

* By ſlightly asking, taught him to deny ; 

* Or that I tempted him wich wily fraud, 

* And ſnares for his unwary honour laid: 

© Or, what I ſent (and the belief were juſt) 


Were not th' efforts of Love, but ſhameful 
Luſt, 


© In fine, I now dareany thing that's ill ; 
©F've writ, I have ſolicited, my will 


Has been debauch'd; and ſhou'd I thus give 
out, 


© [cannot chaſt, and innocent be thought : 
*Much there is wanting ſtill to be fulfil'd, 
* Much tomy wiſh, bur little romy guilr, 


138. The PASSTON, &c. 
She ſpoke ; but ſuch is her unſettled mind, 


It ſhifts from thought to thought, like veering 
wind, 


Now to this point, and now to that inclind : 
What ſhe could wiſh had unattempted been : 


She ſtrait is eager to attempt agen : 

What ſhe repents, ſhe aGts ; and now lets looſe 
The Reins to Love, nor any bounds allows, 
Repulſe upon Repulſe unmov'd ſhe bears, 

And ſtill ſues on, while ſhe her ſuit deſpairs, » 


Y Dona WOMAN, who by her Falſhood and 
] Scorn was the Death of my Friend. 


O ſhe ſhall nc&er eſcape, if Gods there 


be, 


Unleſs they perjur'd grow, and falſe 
as ſhe; 


Though no ſtrange Judgment yet the Murd'reſs 


ſeize 
To puniſh her, and quir the partial Skies : 
Though no revenging lightning yet has flaſht 
From thence, that might her criminal beauties 


blaſt: 
Tho they in their old luſtre ſtill prevail, , 


By no diſeaſe, nor guilt it ſelf made pale. 
Guilt 
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Guilt, which, ſhould blackeſt Moors themſelves but 
own, 


Would make rhrough all their night new bluſhes 
dawn: : 


Though w kind ſoul, who now augments the 
bleſt, 


Thither too ſoon by her unkindneſs chas'd. 

( Where may it be her ſmall'f, and lighteſt doom, 
(For that's not half my curſe ) never to come ) 
Though he, when prompted by the high'ſt de 


ſpair, 


Neer mention'd her without an Hymn, or 
Prayer, 


And could by all her ſcorn be forc'd no more 
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore. 
Who, had he curſt her with his dying breath ; 
Had done bur juſt, and Hcaven had forgave: 
Tho ill-made Law no ſentence has ordain'd 
For her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 


(For Hangmen , Womens Scorn , and Doctors 
Skill, 


All by a licenc'd way of murder kill. ) 


Tho 
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Tho ſhe from Juſtice of all theſe go free 

And boaſts perhaps in her ſucceſs, and cry, 

'Twas but a little harmleſs perjury : 

Yet think ſhe nor, ſhe ſtill ſecure ſhall prove, 

Or that none dare avenge an injur'd Love : 

I riſe in Judgment, am to be to her 

Both Witneſs, Judge, and Executioner : 

Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful ſpite, 

I come to haunt her with the ghoſts of Wit. 

My Ink unbid ſtarts out, and flies on her, 

Like blood upon ſome touching Murderer : 

And ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd, 

Like Haggs, to curſe her, write in my own blood. 
Ye ſpightful pow'rs ( it any there can be, 

That boaſt a worſe, and keener ſpight than I ) 

Aſſiſt with Malice, and your mighty aid 


My ſworn Revenge, and help me Rhime her 
dead : 


Grant I may fix ſuch brands of Infamy, 


So plain, ſo deeply grav'd on her, that ſhe, 


Her 
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Her Skill, Patches, nor Paint, all joyn'd can hide, 


And which ſhail laſting as her Soul abide : 
Grant my ſtrong hate may ſuch ſtrong poiſon caſt, 


That every breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 
Till one large Gangrene quite oerſpread her fame 
With foul contagion ; till her odious name, 
Spit at, and curſt by every mouth like mine, 
Be terror to her ſelf, and all her line. 
Vileſt of that vils Sex, who damn'd us all! 
 Ordain'd to cauſe, and plague us for our fall! 


WOMAN! nay worſe! for ſhe can nought be 
ſaid, 


But Mummy by ſome Dev'l inhabited: 

Not made in Heaven's Mint, but balcly coin'd, 
She wears an human Image ſtampr on Fiend ; 
And whoſo Marriage would with her contract, 
Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compact , 

Her Soul ( if any Soul in her there be ) 

By Hell was breath'd into her in a lye, 

And its whole ſtock of falſhood there was lent, 


As if hereafter to be true it meant : 
| | Bawd 
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Bawd Nature taught her jilting, when ſhe made 
And by her make, defign'd her for the trade; 
Hence 'twas ſhe daub'd her with a painted Face, 
That ſhe at once might better cheat, and pleaſe : 
All thoſe gay charming looks, that court the Eye, 
Are but an ambuſh to hide treachery; 
Miſchief adorn'd with pomp, and ſmooth diſguile, 
A painted skin ſtuff 'd full of guile and lyes ; 
Within a gawdy Caſe, a naſty Soul, 
Like T 


Such on a Cloud thoſe flattering Colours are, 


of quality ina gilt Cloſe-ſtool : 


. Which only ſerve todreſsa Tempeſt fair. 
So Men upon this Earth's fair ſurface dwell, 


Within are Fiends,. and at the center Hell : 


Court-promiſes, the Leagues, which Stateſ men 
make 


Wirh more convenience, and more caſe to break, 
The Faith, a Jeſuit in allegiance ſwears, 


Or a Town-jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears, 


Are firm, and certain al}, compar'd with hers : 


Early 


- 
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Early in falſhood, ar her Font ſhe lied, 

And ſhould ev'n then for Perjury been tricd : 

Her Conſcience ſtretch'd, and open as the Stews, 

- But laughs at Oaths, and plays with ſolemn Vows. 


And at her mouth ſwallows down. perjur'd 
breath, 


More glib than bits of Lechery beneath : 

Leſs ſerious known, when ſhe doth moſt proteſt, 
Than thoughts of arrantceſt Buftoons in jeſt : 
More cheap, than the vile mercenaricſt 9quire, 
Thar plies for Halt-crown Fees at Weſtminſter, 
And trades in ſtaple-Oaths, and Swears to hire : 


Leſs Guilt than hers, leſs breach of Oath, and 
Word 


Has ſtood alofr, and look'd through Penance 
board ; 


And he that truſts her in a Death-bed Prayer, 
Has Faith to merit, and fave any thing, bur her. 
But ſince her Guilt deſcription docs out-go ; 


Fil try it ic out-ſtrip my Curſes too ; 


Curſes 
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- Curſes, which may they equal my juſt hate, 
My Wiſh, and her deſert, be each fo grear, 


Each heard like Pray'rs, and Heaven make 'em 
tate. Ll, 


Firſt, for her Beauties, which the Miſchief 
_ «brought, | 


May ſhe afteCted, they. be borrow'd rhought, 

By her own hand, nor that of Nature wrought : 
Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, and thoſe 
Prove light, and frail, as her broke Faith, and Vows. 
Somebaſe unnam'd Difeaſe, her Carkaſs foul, 
And make her Body ugly, as her Soul. 

Cankers, and Ulcers cat her, till ſhe be, 

Shun'd like Infection, loath'd like Tnfamy. 
Strength quite expir'd, may ſhe alone retain 

The ſnufF of Life, may that unquench'd remain, 
As in the damn'd, to keep her freſh for pain : 
Hot Luſt light on her, and the Plague of Pride 
On that, this ever ſcorn'd, as that denied : 

Ach, Anguiſh, Horror, Grief, Diſhonor, Shame 
Purſue at once her Body, Soul, and fame: 

L It 
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If cer the Devil-love. muſt enter her ' 


( For nothing ſure but Fiends can enter there) 


May ſhea juſt and true tormenter find, 


And that like an ill conſcience rack her mind: 


Be ſome Diſeas'd, and ugly wretch her fate, 

She doom'd *tolove of one, whom all elſe hate. 
May he hate her, and may her deſtiny 

Be to deſpair, and yet love on, and\die; 

Qr to invent ſome witticr puniſhment, 

May he, to plague hcr, ougof ſpite conſent 
May the old Fumbler, though diſabled quite,: 
Have ſtrength to give her Claps, bur no delight: 
May he of herunjuſtly jealous be :* 
For one that's worſe, and ugplicr far than he: 
May's Impotence balk, and torment ker luſt, * 
Yet ſcarcely her to dreams, or wiſhes truſt: 
Forc'd tobe chaſt, may ſhe ſuſpeCted be, 


Share none o'th Pleaſure, all the Infamy. 
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 Infine, thatl all Curſes may compleat 

(For I've but curs'd in jeſt, rcaillied yet ) 
Wharte'cr the Sex deſerves, or feels, or feirs, © 
May all thoſe plagues be hers, and only hers; 
Whate'cr great Favourites rurn'd our of doots, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and diſappointed Whores, 
Or loſing Gameſters yent, what Curſes cer 

Are ſpoke by ſinners raving in deſpair : 

All thoſe fall on her, as they're all her due, 

Till ſpite can'tthink, nor Heay'g infliCt anew: 
May then ( for once I will be kind, and pray ) 
No madneſs take her uſe of Senſe away ; 

Bur may ſhe in full ftrength of Reaſon be, 

To fcel, and underſtand her miſery ; 

Plagu'd fo, till ſhe think damning a releaſc, 

And humbly pray to go to Hell for caſe : 

Yet may.not all theſe ſuff*rings here attone 


Her fin, and may ſhe ſtill go ſinning on, 


| ht Tick 
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Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th' Score, | 


Till on her Soul ſhe can get truſt no more : 


Then may ſhe Stupid, and Repentleſs die, 
And Heav'n it ſelf forgive no more than TI, 


Burt ſo be damn'd of meer neceſlity. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


B*F's to appear anew in the World, it may be ex- 
' pected, that I ſhould ſay ſomething concernin 
theſe enſuing Trifles, which I ſhall Jo to 4; 
with as much briefneſs, as I did before what T laſt 
publiſhed in this kind. 

I doubt not but the Reader will think me guilty of 
a high preſumption in adventuring upon a Tranſla- 
tion of The Art of Poetry, after two ſuch great 
Hands as have gone before me in the ſame attempts : 
Ineed not acquaint him, that I mean Ben Johnſon, 
and the Earl of Roſcommon, the one veing of ſo 
eltabliſÞ'd an Autbority, that whatever he did is held 
as Sacred, the other having lately performed it with 
fuch admirable ſucgeſs, as almoſt cuts off all hope in 
any after Pretenders of ever coming up to what he 
has done. Howbeit when I let him know, that it was 
a Task impoſed upon me, and not what I voluntarily 
emgaged in; I hope he will be the more favourable in 
his Cenſures. I would indeed wery willingly have 
wav'd the undertaking upon the forementioned ac- 
count, 'and urged it as a reaſon for my declining the 

ſame, but it would not be allowed as ſufficient to ex- 
cuſe me therefrom. Wherefore, being prevailed up- 
on to make an Eſſay, T fell to thinking of ſome courſe, 
whereby I might ſerve my ſelf of the Advantages, 


which thoſe that went before me, have either not 
minded, 
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minded, or ſcrupulouſly abridged themſelves of. This 
1 ſaou imagined was to be effetted by putting Porace 
into a more modern dreſs, than hitherto he hay ap- 
peared in, that is by making him ſpeak, as if he 
were living, and writing now. I therefore reſolved 
to altar the Scene from Rome to London, and to 
make aſe of Engliſh names of Men, Places, and Cu- 
ſtoms, where the Parallel would decently permit, 
which I conceived would give a kind of new Air to 
the Poem, and render it more agreeable to the rel. 
liſh of the preſent Age. 
With theſe Conſiderations T ſet upon the Work, and 
purſucd it accordingly, I have not, T acknowledg, 
been over-nice in keeping to the words of the Origi- 
nal, for that were to tranſgreſs a Rule therein con- 
taintd. - Nevertheleſs I have been religiouſly tridt 
to its ſenſe, and expreſs d it in as plain, and intelli- 
gible a manner, as the Subjet would bear. Where 
I may be thought to have varied from it (which is 
not above. once or twice, and in Paſſages not much 
material). the skilful Reader will percerve 'twas ne- 
xeſſary for carrying. 0n my propoſed deſign, and the 
Authbor himſelf , were he again alive, would ( I be- 
lieve). forgive me. I have been careful to avoid 
ſtiffneſs, and made it my endeavour to hit (as near 
as | could) the eafie and familiar way of. writing, 
which is peculiar to Horace in his Epiſtles, and 
- 'was his proper Talent above any of mankind.  Af- 
ter all, "tis. humbly ſubmitted to the judgment of 
the truly knowing, how 1 have acquitted my ſelf 
herein. Let the ſucceſs be what it will, I ſhall not 
however wholly repent of my undertaking, being (1 
reckon) 
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reckon) in ſome meaſure recompenced for my pains by 
the advantage T have reaped of fixing theſe admirable 
Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory. 

The Satyr and Odes of the Author, which fol- 
low next in order, I have tranſlated after the jame 
libertine way. In them alſo I labour d under the 
diſadvantages of coming after other perſons. The 
Satyr had been made into a Scene by Ben Johnſon, in 
a Play of his, called the Poetafter. After 1 had f:- 
niſhed my imitation thereof, I came to learn, that 
it had been done likewiſe by Dr. Sprat, and fince I 
have had the fight of it amongit the Printed Tran- 
ſiations of Horace's Works. The Odes are there 
done too, but not ſo excellently well, as to diſcon- 
rage any farther endeavours. If theſe of mine meet 
with good entertainment in the world, I may per- 
haps find leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, 
which at preſent ſuffer as much from their Tranſla- 
ters, as the Pſalms of David from Sternhold and 
Hopkins. | 

The two ſacred Odes I deſigned not to have made 
publick now, foraſmuch as they might ſeem unfit to 
appear among Subjets of this nature, aud were in- 
tended to come forth apart hereafter in company of 
others of their own kind. But, having ſuffer d Co- 
pies of them to ſtraggle abroad in Manuſcript, and 
remembring the Fate of ſome other Pieces of mine, 
which have formerly ſtoln into the Preſs without my 
leave, or knowledg, and be expoſed to the World 
abominably falſe and uncorreft;, to prevent the ſame 
misfortune likely enough to befal theſe, I have been 
perſwaded to yield my conſent to their Publiſhing 


among ft 


on 
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among(# the reſt. Nor is the Printing of ſuch Mig 
cellanies altogether ſo unpreſidented, but that it may be 

ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne, and Mr.,Cowley's 
Works, whether done by their own- appointment, or 

. the ſole direflion of the Stationers, I amnot able to 
determine. 

As for the two Eſſays out of Greek, they were 
occaſioned by a report, that ſome Perſons found fault 
with the roughneſs of my Satyrs formerly publiſhed, 
tho, upon what ground they ſhould do it, I could be 
glad to be informed. QOnleſs I am miſtaken, there 
are not many Lines but will endure the reading with- 
out ſhocking any Hearer, that is not too nice, and 
cenſorious. I confeſs, I did not ſo much mind the Ca- 
dence, as the Senſe and expreſſiveneſs of my words, 
and therefore choſe not thoſe, which. were beſt diſpoſed 
to placing themſelves in Rhyme, but rather rhe moſt 
keen, and tuant, as being the moſt ſutable to my Ar- 

ument. And-certainly no one that pretends to di- 
ſtinguiſh the ſeveral Colours of Poetry, would ex- 
pett that Juvenal, when he is laſhing of Vice and 
'Villany, ſhould flow ſo ſmoothly, as Ovid, or Tibul- 
lus, when they are ering Amours and Gallantries, 
and have nothing to diſturb and ruffle the evenneſs 
of their Stile. 

Howbeit, to ſhew that the way T took, was out of 
choice, not want of Judgment, and that my Genius 
7s not wholly uncapable of performing upon more gay 
and agreeable Subjeits, if my humour inclined me to 
exerciſe it, I have pitch'd upon theſe two, which 
the greateſt men of ſenſe have allowed to be ſome of the 
ſofteſt and tendereſt of all Antiquity. Nay, if ny 
a wil 
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will believe Rapine, one of the beſt Criticks which 
theſe latter Ages have produced; they have no other 
fault, than that they are too exquiſitely delicate for 
the Charafter of Paſtoral, which ſhould not ſeem too 
laboured, .and whoſe chief beauty is an unaffetled air 
of plainneſs and ſumplicity. | 

That, which laments the Death of Adonis has been 
attempted inLatine by ſeveral great Maſters, namely, 
Vulcanius, Douza, and Monſieur le Fevre. The 
laſt of them has done it Paraphraſtically, but lefi good 
part id the Poem toward the latter end untouch'd, per: 
haps becauſe he thought it not ſo capable of Ornament, 
as the reſt. Him I chiefly choſe to follow, as being 
moſt agreeable to my way of tranſlating, and where I 
was at a loſs for want of his guidance, Twas content 
to ſteer by my own Fancy. 

The Tranſlation of that upon Bion was begun by ano- - 
ther Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes, but who 
was the Author I could never yet learn. TI have been 
told that they were done by the Earl of Rocheſter ; 
but T conld not well believe it, both becauſe he ſeldom 
medled with ſuch Subjetts, and more eſpecially by rea- 

ſon of an uncorref line,or two to be found among(t them; 
at their firſt coming to my hands, whichnever us'd to 
flow from his excellent Pen. Conceiving it to be it 
the Original, a piece of 'as much Art, Grace, and 
. Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever offered to the Aſhes 
of a Poet, 1 thought fit to dedicate it to the memory 
of that incomparable Perſon, of whom nothing can 
be ſaid, or thought ſo choice and curious, which hi$ 
Deſerts do not ſurmount. If it be thouzht mean to 
have borrowed the ſenſe of another to praiſe hins 

in, 
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in, yet at leaſt it argues at the ſame time a value/and 
reverence, that I durſt not think any thing of wy on 
good enough for his Commendation. 

This is ali, which 1 judg material to be ſaid of theſe 
following, Reſveries. As for what others are to be 
found i in the parcel, I reckon them not worth meution- 
ing in particular, but leave them wholly open and un- 
guarded to the mercy of the Reader 5 let him make 
his Attaques how, and where he pleaſe. 
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HORACE 


POETRY: 


Imitated in Engliſh. 


Addreſs d by way of Letter to a Friend. 


Hould ſome ill Painter in a wild defign 
& To a Mans Head an Horſes Shoulders joyn, 
Or Fiſhes Tail toa fair Womans Waſte, 
Or draw the Limbs of many a different Beaſt, 


Ill match'd, and with as motly Feathers dreſt ; 
If you by chance wereto paſs by his Shop ; 
Could you forbcar from laughing ar the Fop, 
And not belieye him whimſical, or mad 2? 


Creditme, Sir, that Book is quite as bad, 
A 2 AS 
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As worthy laughter, which throughout is fill'd 


With monſtrous inconſiſtencies, more vain,and wild 
Than ſick mens Dreams, whoſe neither head,nor tail, 
Nor any parts in due proportion fall, 

Bur 'twill be ſaid, None ever did deny 

Painters and Poets their free liberty 

' Of feigning any thing: Wegrant it true, 

| And the ſame privilege crave and allow : 

But to mix natures clearly oppoſite, 

To make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

Or Lambs from ſavage Tygers ſeek defence, 
Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe. 


Some, who would have us think they meant to 
creat 


At firſt on Arguments of greateſt weight, 

Are proud, when here and therea glittering line 
Does through the maſs of their coarſe rubbiſh ſhine: 
In gay digreſſions they delight to rove, 

Deſcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 

A Vale cnamel'd or with pleaſant ſtreams, 


A painted Rainbow, or the gliding Thames, 
But 
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But how does this relate to their deſign 2 


Though good elſewhere, *tis here bur foiſted in. 


. A common Dawber may perhaps have skill 


To paint a Tavern Sign, or Landskip well : 


Bur what is this to drawing of a Fight, 


A Wrack, a Storm, or the /aft Judgment right 2 


When the fair Model, and Foundation ſhews, 


That you ſome great Eſcerial would produce, 
How comes it dwindled to a Cottage thus 2 
In fine, whatever work you mean to frame, 
Be uniform, and every where the ſame. 

- Moſt Poets, Sir, (tis cafic to obſerye) 
Intothe wort of faults are apt to ſwerve ; 
Through a falſe hope of reaching excellence, 


Avoiding length, we often cramp our Senſe, 


And make't obſcure; oft, when we'd have our tile 


Eaſie, and flowing, loſc its force the while: 


Some, ſtriving ro ſurmount the common flight, 


| Soar up in airy Bombaſt out of ſight. 


Others, who fear to a bold pitch to truſt 


Themſelves, flag low, and humbly ſweep the duſt: 
A} 


And 
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And many fond of ſeeming marvellous, 
While they too careleſly tranfgreſs the Laws 
Of likelihood, moſt odd Chimeras feigh, 
Dolphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus they, who would take aim, but want the skill, 
Miſs always, and ſhoot wide, or narrow {till. 
One of the meaneſt Workmen.in the Town 

Can imitate the Nails, or Hair in Stone, 
And to the life enough perhaps, who yet 
Wants maſtery romake the Work complete : 
Troth, Sir, it 'tweze my fancy to compoſe, 
Rather than be this bungling Wretch, I'd chooſe 
To wear acrooked and unſightly Noſe. 
'Moneſt other handſom features of'a Face 
Which only would ſet oft my uglineſs; 

Be ſure all you.that undertake to Write, 
To cliuſe a Subjedt for your Genius fit : 
Try long and often what your Talents are ; 
Whar is the burthen, which your parts will bear, 
And where they'll fail : he chat diſcerns with $kill 


To eull his Argument, andmarter well, . - - 
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Will never be taſeck for Eloquence 
Todreſs,' or method todilpote. his Senſe. 
They the chief Art, and-Grace in order ſhow 
(If I may claimany pretenceto know) 
Who timediſereetly what's to be diſcours'd, 
What ſhould be faid at laft; and what at firſt : 
Some- paſſages at preſent may. be heard, 
Others ill, afteryard are beſt deterr'd : 
Verſe, which diſdains the Laws of Hiſtory, 
Speaks things not. as they are,” but ought to be; 
Whoever will ia Poetry qxcell, .. 
Muſt learn, and uſe his hidden ſecret well. 
"Tis next to be abſcry'd, that. care is due, 
And ſparingnelſs in framing words anew : 
You ſhew your maſt'ry, -if you have the knack 
So ro make uſe of, what known word you take, 
To give't a newer ſen(e: it there be need 
For ſome uncommon matter to be ſaid ; 
Pow'r of inventing terms may beallow'd, 
Which Chaucer and his Age neer underſtood : 


A 4 * Pro- 
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Provided always, as 'twas fait-before; *- > 

We ſeldom, and diſereetly uſe” that pow'r. - 
Words new and foreia"may be beſt broapht io, 

It borrow'd from a Language neariakin 2 j 
Why ſhould the peevifh Criticks n6wf6rbid 

To Lee, and Dryden, what wasnotdeny'd 

To Shakeſpear, Ben, and Fletcher hergoforc, 

For which they Praiſe, and Comiiicndation bore? 
If Spencer's Muſe be juftly fo ador'd 

For that rich copiouſnels,” wherewithhe ſtor'd” 
Our Native Tongue ; fo? Gods fake why ſhould i» 
Strait be-thoughtartogint ; 'if modeſtly** 

I claimand uſe theſslf:fame liberty ©- © 

This the juſt Righr of Paets ever was, 

And will be ſtill, - ro evirt what words rhey pleaſs, > 
Well-firted ts the preſent Age; and Place; © 
| Words withthe Leaves of Trees a ſemblance hold 
In chis reſpe&t, -where every yearthe old 

Fall off, and new ones in theirplaces grow : = 
Death is the Fate of all chings here below __ 


Nature 
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Nature her ſelf by:Art has changes felt, - 
The Tangier Mole (by our'preat Monarch built) ' 
Lik a vaſt Bulwark in the Ocean ſer, 
From Pyrates, and from-Storms defends our Ficet: 
Fens every day are drain'd, and Men now Plow, 
And Sdw, atid Reap, wherethey before might Row, 
And Rivers have been taught by: Middleton 
From their old courſe within new Banks-to run, 
And pay their uſeful Tribute to the Town. 
if Mans and Natures works ſybmit to Fate, 
Viuch leſs muſt words expect a laſting dare: 
Many which we approve for currant now, | 
[n the next Age out of requeſt ſhall p grow: , | 
And others which arc now thrown out of doors, 
Shall be reviv , and come again in force, c dam, 
It cuſtom pleaſe: from whence their Vogue they 
Which of our Speech i is the ſole Judg, and Law. 

Homer firſt ſhew'd us in Heroick ſtrains | 
To write of Wars, of Battles, and Campaigns, 
Kings and great Leaders, mighty in Renown, 


And him we {till for our chief Pattern own, 
(; | | ; Soft 
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Soft Elegy, defign'd far grief, ,and rears, . . 
Was firlt devis'd to grace ſame maourntul Herſe:; 
Since toa brisker. Note, tis taught to move, -; 7 
Andccloaths our gayelt Paſſions, Joy, and: Love. 
Bur, 'who was firſt Iaventer of the kind, ...., 
Criticks have ſqught, bur never you could find. - | 
Gods, Heroes, \Waariors, and the lofty praiſe. Ih 
Ot peacetub Conquerars, in Piſa'$Race.. .. | | 
The Mirth, and | Joys,: Which, Love: and, Wing 


pr roduce, 


& 
i 
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With other wanton fallics of a Male. | 
The ſtately Ode does for i irs Subje&ts hook. 
Archilochus to vept, his Gall and Spite, | 


» ws 


In keen Iambicks firſt was known 1 to write: : 


ny "G 

Dramatick Authors us 'd this fort F- 4 Verſe 
On all the Greek and Roman Theattes, "Y | 
3 a 1278) 12! 


As for Diſcourſe and Converſation 7 i : 
And apr'ſtro drown the noiſes of che Pir, | 
If I diſcern, nor the true ſtile and airy : 'S 


Do, 


Nor how to giye the Ke Proper r Charater bf | 
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To every kind of work ; how darel claim, 


And challenge to my felf a Poets Name 2 

And why had I with awkard modeſty, 

Rather than learn, always unskilful be > 

Volpene and Moroſe will not admir 

Of Catzline's high rains, noris it fit 

To make Sejanu on the Stage appear 

In the low dreſs, which Comick. perſons wear. 

What e'er the Subject be, on which you write, 

Give cach thing its due place, and time aright: 
Yer Comed y ſometimes may raiſe her ſtile, 

And angry Chremes is allow'd to ſwell, 

And. Tragedy. alike ſometimes has leave 

To throw oft Majeſty, when'tis to gricye : 

Peleus and Telephas in miſery, 

Lay their big words, and bluſt ring language by, > 

It they expect to make their Audience cry. 

'Tis not enough to/have your Plays ſucceed; 

Thar they be elegant : they muſt not need 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe warm and- moving touches which impart 


A kind concernment to each Hearers heart, 
And raviſh it which way they pleaſe with Arr. 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good diſyuile, 
Ours with the perſons looks ſtraight ſympathize : 
Would'ſt have me weep 2 thy ſelf muſt firſt begin: 
Then, Telephas, to pity I incline, 
And think thy caſe,: and all thy fuff'rings mine ; 
But if chou'rt made toaQ thy part amils, 
I can'r forbear toſkep, or laugh, or hiſs, 
Let words expreſs the looks, which ſpeakers wear z 
Sad, fir a mournful, and dejected air ; 
The paſſionate mult huft, and ftorm, and rave; 
The gay be pleaſant, and the ſerious prave. 
For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within,. 
To takeall manner of Impreſſions in. 
Now makes us -bot, and ready to take fire, 
Now hope, now joy, now ſorrow docs inſpire, 
And all theſe Paſſions'in our Facerappear, 
Of which the Tongue is ſole Interpreter : 
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But he whoſe Words, and Fortunes do.not ſuit, 


By Pic and Gall ry both, is hooted our. 
Obſerve what CharaCters your perſons fir, 

Whether the Maſter ſpeak, or 7 odelet : 

Whether a man, that's elderly in growth, 

Or a brisk Hotſpur in his boiling youth : 

A roaring Bully, or a ſhirking Chear, 

A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Cit: 

A prating Goſſip, or a jilting Whore, 

A travell'd Merchant, or an home-ſpun Boor : 


Spaniard, or French, Italian, Dutch, or Dane ; 
Native of Turky, India, or Japan. 

Either from Hiſtory your Perſons take, 
Or let them nothing inconſiſtent ſpeak : 
if you bring great Achilles on the Stage, 
Let him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage, 
Inflexible, and head-ſtrong to all Laws, 
But thoſe, which Acms and his own will impoſe. 
Cruel Medea muſt no pity have, 
[xion muſt be treacherous, /zo grieve, 


To muſt wander, and Oreſtes rave, E 
ur 
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Butif you dare to tread in paths unknown, 


And boldly ſtart new perſons of your own; 
Beſure to make them in one train agree, 
And let the end like the beginning be. 
Tis difficulr for Writers to ſuccced 
On Arguments, which none before have tri'd : 
” * The 7/iad, or the Odyfſee with caſe 
Will better furniſh Subjects for your Plays, 
Than that you thould your own Invention truſt, 
And broach unheard of things your ſelf the firſt. 
| Incopying ethers works, to make them pals, 
And ſeem your own, let theſe few Rules take place: 
When you ſome of their Story repreſent, 
Take care that you new Epiſodes invent : 
Be nor too nice the Authors words to trace, 
Bart vary all with a treſh air, and grace; 
Nor ſuch ſtrict rules of imitation chooſe, 
Which you muſt ftill be tied ro 4ollow cloſe, 
Or forc'd toa retreat for want of room, 


Give over, and ridiculeus become. 


Do 
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Do not like that affe&ed Fool begin, | 
King Priam's Fate, and Troy's-fawd War, 1 ſing, 
What will this mighty Promilſer produce d- 
You look for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe. 
How ſhort is this of Homer's fine Addreſs, 
And Art, who ne'erſays any thing amils ? 
Muſe, ſpeak the may, Who fince Troy's laying waſte 
Into ſuch numerous Dangers has been caſt, 
So many Towns, and various People paſt : 
He does not laviſh at ablaze hisFire, 
To glare a while, and in a Snuft expire: 
But modeſty at firſt conceals his light, 
In dazling wonders, then breaks forth to fight 3 
Surprizes you with Miracles all o'er, 
Makes dreadful Scy{a and Charybazs roar, 
Cyclops, and bloudy Leftrygons deyour : 
Nor does he time in longPreambles ſpend, 
Deſcribing Meleager's ruful end, 
When he's of Diomed's return to treat : 
Nor when he would the 7rojan War relate, 


The Tale of brooding Leda's Eggs repeat. 
Buc 
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But ſtill to the deſign'd event haſtes.on, 
And art firſt daſh, as t before 'twere known, 


Embarques you in the middle of the Plot, 


And what isunimprovable leaves our, 
And mixes Truth and Fiction skilfully, 
Thar nothing in the whole may diſagree. 


Who c'er you are, that ſet your ſelves to write, 
If you expeCt to have your Audience fit 
Till the fifth AC be done, and Curtain fall 3 
Mind what InſtruCtions I ſhall further tell: - 
Our Guiſe, and Manners alter with our Age, 


And ſach they muſt be brought upon the Stage, 
A Child, who newly has to Speech attain'd, 


And now can go without the Nurſes hand, 

To play with thoſe of his own growth is pleas'd, 

Suddenly angry, and as ſoon appeas'd, 

Fond of new Trifles, and as quickly cloy'd, 

And loaths next hour, what he the laſt enjoy'd. 
The beardleſs Youth from Pedagogue got looſe, 


Docs Dogs'and Horlſes for his pleaſure chooſe ; 


Yield 
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Yielding, and ſoftto every print of Vice, 

Reſty to thoſe who would his Faulrs chaſtiſe, 
Careleſs of Profit, of Expences vain, 
Haughty, and eager his deſires t"obtain. 

And fwitr to quir the ſame deſires again. 

Thoſe, who to manly years, and ſenſe are grown, 
Seek Wealth and Friendſhip, Honour and Renown : 
And are diſcreet, and fearful how to act 
What after they muſt alrer and correCt. 

Diſeaſes, Ills, and Troubles numberleſs 
Attend old Men, and with their Age increaſe : 

In painful toil they ſpend their wretched years, 
Still heaping Wealth, and with that wealth new 
Fond to poſleſs, and fearful ro cnyjoy ; —_ 
Slow, and ſuſpicious in their managery, 
Full of Delays, and Hopes, lovers of caſe, 
Greedy of life, moroſe, and hard to pleaſe, 
Envious at Pleaſures of the young and gay, 
Where they themſelves now want a ſtock to play 3 
I!l natur'd Cenſors of the preſent Age, 


And what has paſt ſince they have quit the Stage * 
B Bur 
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But loud Admirers of Queen Beſſe's time, 


And what was done when they were in their prime. 
Thus, what our tide of flowing years brings in, 
Still with ourebb of Life goes out agen : 


The humours of Fourſcore will never hit 


One of Fifteen, nor a Boy's part befir 


A full-grown man : it ſhews no mean Addreſs, 

If youthe tempers of each Age expreſs. 
Some things are beſt ro a&t, othersto tell 3 

Thoſe by the car convey'd, do not fo well, 

Nor half ſo movingly afte& the mind, 

 . As what we toour eyes preſented find. 

Yet there are many things, which ſhould not come 

In view, nor paſs beyond the Tiring Raom: 

Which, after in expreſſive Language told, 

Shall pleaſe the Audience more, than to behold : 

Let not Medea ſhew her fatal rage, - 

And cut her Childrens Throats upon the Stage : 

Nor Oedipus tcar out his eye-balls there, 

Nor bloudy Atrews his dire Feaſt prepare: 


Cadmus, 
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Cadmus, nor Progxe their odd changes take, 


This toa Bird, the other to a Snake: 
Whatever ſo incredible you ſhow, 


Shocks my Belief, and ſtraight does nauſeous 
grow. 


Five Acts, no more, nor leſs, your Play muſt have, 
If you'll an handſom Third Days ſhare receive. 
Let nota God be ſummon'd toattend 
On a ſlight Errand, nor on Wire deſcend, 
Ualeſs th' importance of the Plot engage ; 
And let but Three at once ſpeak on the Stage. 
Be ſure to make the Chorus {till promote 
The chief Intrigue and buſineſs of the Plot : 
Betwixt the Acts there muſt be nothing Sung, 
Which does not to the main Deſign belong : 
The praiſes of the Good mult here be told, 
The Paſſions curb'd, and Foes of Vice extoll'd ; 


Here Thrift and Temperance , and wholelom 
Laws, 


StriCt Juſtice, and he gentle calms of Peace, 


Muſt have their Commendations, and Applauſe: 
B 2 And 
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And Prayers muſt be ſent to Heaven to guide 


Blind Fortunes Bleſſings to the juſter ſide, 


To raiſe the Poor, and lower proſp'rous Pride. 
Art firſt the Muſick of our Stage was rude, 
Whylſt in the Cock-pit and Black Friars 'it ſtood : 
And this might pleaſe enough in former Reigns, 
A thrifty, thin, and baſhful Audience : 
When Buſſy * Ambois and his Fuſtian took, 
And men were raviſh'd with Queen Gordobuck. 
But fince our Monarch by kind Heaven ſent, 
Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhment, 
And by his gentle influence gave increaſe 
To all the harmleſs Luxuries of Peace : 
Fayour'd by him, our Stage has flouriſh'd too, 


And every day in outward ſplendor grew : 


noo 
S 


In Muſick, Song, and Dance of every kind, 
And all the grace of Action 'is refin'd ; 


And fince that Opera's at length came in, 


— 
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Our Players have ſo well improv'd the Scene 


With gallantry of Habit, and Machine, 
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As makes our Theatre in Glory vie 


With the beſt Ages of Antiquity : 

And mighty Roſcizs were he living now,} 

Would envy both our Stage and Acting too, 
Thoſe, who did firſt in Tragedy eſſay 

(When a vile Goat was all the Poets day) 

Us'd to allay their Subjects gravity 

With interludes of Mirth, and Raillery : 

Here they brought rough, and naked Satyrs in, 


Whoſe Farce-like Geſture, Motion, Speech, and\, 
Mecen 


Reſemble thoſe of modern Zarlequir. 
Becauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and odd grimace, 
After their drunken Feaſts on Holidays, 
The giddy and hot-headed Rout would pleaſe : 
As the wild Feats of Merry Andrews now 
Divert the ſenſleſs Crowd at Bartholmew. 

But he, that would in this Mock-way excel}, 
And exerciſe the Art of Railing well, 
Had need with diligence obſerve this Rule, 
In rurning ſerious things to ridicule : 


B 3 it 
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If he an Hero, or a God bring in, 


With Kingly Robes and Scepter lately ſeen, 

Let them notſpeak, like Burleſque Charadters, 
| The wit of Billiugsgate and Temple ſtairs : 

Nor, while they of thoſe meanneſſes beware, 

In tearing lines of Bajazet appear. 

Majeſtick Tragedy as much diſdains 

To condeſcend to low, and trivial ſtrains : 

As a Court-Lady thinks her ſelf diſprac'd 

To Dance with Dowdics at a May-pole Feaſt, 

| If in this kind you will attempt to write, 

You muſt no broad and clowniſh words admit : 

Nor muſt you ſo confound your CharaCters, 

As not to mind what perſon 'tis appears. 

Take a known Subje&t, and invent it well, 

And ler your ſtile be ſmooth and natural ; 

Though others think it caſieto attain, 

They'll find it hard, and imitate in vain : 


So much does rhethod and connexion grace 


The common'ſt things, the plaineſt matters raiſe. 
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In my opinion *tis abſurd and odd, 


To make wild Satyrs, coming from the Wood, 
Speak the fine Language of the Park and Mall, 
As if they had their Training at Whitehall : 
Yer, tho I would not have their Words too quaint, 
Much lefs can I allow them impudent : 
For men of Breeding, and of Quality- 
Muſt needs be ſhock*d with fulſom Ribaldry : 
Which, though ir paſs theFootboy and the Cit, 
Is always nauſeous to the Box, and Pir. 

There are but few, who havg ſuch skilful cars 
'To judg of artlefs, and ill-meaſured Verſe. 
This till of late was hardly underſtood, 
And ſtill there's too much liberty allow'd. 
But will you therefore be fo much a Fool 
To write atrandom, and neglect a Rule ? 
Or, while your Faults are ſet to general view, 
Hope all men ſhould be blind, or pardon you ? 
Who would not ſuch fool-hardineſs condemn, 
Where,tho perchance you may eſcape from blame, | 


Yet praiſe you never can expect, or claim 2 
B 4 There 
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Therefore be ſure you ſtudy to apply 


To the great Patterns of Antiquity : 

Ne'er lay the Greeks and Romans out of fight, 

Ply them by day, and think on them by night. - 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow'd for Rhyme, 

And clench for deep conceit in former time :' 

With too much patience (not to call it worſe) 

Both were applauded in-our Anceſtors: 

If you, or IT have ſenſe to judg aright 

Betwixt a Quibble, and- true ſterling Wit : 

Or car enough to give the difference _ 

Of ſweet well: ſounding Verſe from doggrel ſtrains, 
Theſpis (tis ſaid) did Tragedy deviſe, 

Unknown betore, and rude ar its firlt riſe: - : |... 

In Carts the Gypſie Actors ſtrowl'd abou, |, .} 

With faces ſmcar'd with Lees of Wine and Soot,\. 


And through the Towns amus'd Fae wondring\ 
rout ; 


Till Aſchylus appearing to the Ape, 
Contriy da Play: houſe, and convenient Stage. 


&.. 
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Found out the uſe of Vizards, and a Dreſs, | 
(An handſomer, and more pentile Diſguiſe ) 
And taught the'Actors with a ſtately Air, 
And Meen to Speak, and Tread, and whatſoc'er 
Gave Port, and Grandeur to the Theatre. 

Next this ſucceeded ancient Comedy, 

With good applauſe, till roo much liberty - 
Uſurp'd by Writers, had debauch'd the Stage, 
And made it grow the Grievance of the Age : 
No merit was fecure, no perſon tree 

From its licentious Buffoonery : 

Till for redreſs the Magiſtrate was fain 

By Law thoſe Infolencies to reſtrain. 

Our Authors in each kind their Praiſe may claim; 
Who leave no paths untrod, that lead-to fame : 
And well they, merit it, who ſcorn'd to be 
So much the Vaſſals of Amiquity, - 

As thoſe, who know no better than to cloy_ 
With the old muſty Tales of 7hebes and Troy: 
But boldly the dull beaten Track forſook, 


And Subjects from our Country-ſtory took, 
| Ner 
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Nor would our Nation leſs in Wit appear, 

Than in its great performances of War ; 

Were there encouragements to bribe our care, 
_ Would weto file, and finiſh ſpare the pains, 

And add bur juſtneſs to our manly ſenſe: 


Bur, Sir, let nothing tempt you to bely 
Your kill, and judgment, by mean flattery : 
Never pretend to like a piece of Wir, 


But what, you're certain, is corretly writ : 
But what has ſtood all Teſts, and is allow'd 
By all to be unqueſtionably good : 

Becauſe fome wild Enthufiaſts there be, - 
Who bar the Rules of Art in Poetry. 
Would have ir rapture all, -and ſcarce admit 
A man of fober feafe tobe a Wit; 
Others by this conceit have been miſled 
So much, that they're grown ſtatutably mad: 
TheSots affe&t to be retir'd alone, 
Court Solitude, and Converſation ſhun, 
In dirty Cloaths, and a wild Garb appear, 


And ſcaree are brought to cut their Nails and yo 
An 


\ 
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And hope to purchaſe credit and eſteem, 


When they, like Cromwel/'s Porter, frantick ſeem, 


Strange!- that the very height of Lunacy, } 
Beyond the cure of Alley, cer ſhbuld be 
A mark of the Elect in Poetry. | 


How much an Afs am T that us'd to Bleed, 
And take a Purge each Spring to clear my Head > 
None otherwiſe would be ſo good as I, 
. Atlofty ſtrains, and rants of Poetry : 
But, Faith, I am not yerſo fond of Fame, 
To loſe my Reaſon for a Poets name. 
Tho I my ſelf am not diſpos'd to write; | 
In others I may ſerve to ſharpen Wit : 
Acquaint them what a Poer'sduty is, 
And how he ſhall perform it with ſucceſs : 
Whence the materials for his work are ſought, 
And how with skilful Art they muſt be wrought: 
And ſhew what is and is not decency, 
And where his faulrs and excellencies lie. 
Good ſenſe muſt be the certain ſtandard ſill 


Toall that will prerend to writing well: ' 4 
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If you'll arrive at that, you needs muſt be 


Well versd and grounded in Philoſophy : 
Then chooſe a Subje&, which you throughly know, 
And words unſought thereon will caſie flow. 
' Whoe'er will write, -mulſt diligently mind 
The ſeveral ſorts and ranks of humane kind : 
He that has learnt, what to his Country's due, - 
What we to Parents, Friends, and Kindred owe, 
What chargea Stateſman, or a Judge does bear, 
And what the parts. of a Commander are; 
Will never be at loſs (he may be ſure) 
To givecach perſon their due portraiture. 
| Take humane lite for your original, 
Keep but your Draughts to'that, you'll never fail, 
Sometimes in Plays, tha elſe but badly writ | 
With nought of Force, or Grace, of-Art, or Wit, 
Some one well humour'd CharaCtet we meet, 
That takes us more than all the empry Scenes, + . 
And jingling Toys of more elabqrate Pens. 

Greece had command of Language, Wit and Senſe, 


For cultivating which ſhe ſpar'd no pains: rf 
EW Glory 
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Glory her ſole deſign, and all her aim 


Was how to gain her ſelf immortal Fame : 
Our E»g1:/þ Y outh another way are bred, 
They re fitted for a Prentiſhip, and Trade, 


And Wirgate's all the Authors, which they've | 
read. 


The Boy has been a year at Writing-School, 
Has learnt Diviſion, and the Golden Rule ; 
Scholar enough ! cries the old doting Fool, 

Tl hold a Piece, he'll prove an Aldermay, 

And come to fit at Church with's Furs and Chain. 
This is the top deſign, the only praile, | 
And ſole Ambition of the booby Race: 

While this baſe ſpirit in the Age does reign, 

And men mind nought but Wealth and fordid gain, 
Can weexpedt or hope it ſhould bring forth 

A Work in Poetry of any worth, 

Fit for the learned Bodley to admit 


Among its Sacred Monuments of Wit? 


A Poet ſhould inform us, or divert, 
But joyning both he ſhews his chicteſt Art : 


What- 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend to give, 


Be ſure to lay them down both clear and brief: 

By that they're eaſier far to apprehend, 

By this more faithfully preſerv'd in mind : 

All things ſuperfluous are apt to cloy 

The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Memory. 
Let whatſoc'er of Fiction'you bring in, 

Be fo like Truth, to ſeem ar leaſt akin : 

Do not improbabilities conceive, 

And hope to ram them into my belicf: 


Ne'er make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 
Riding enchanted Broomſtick through the Air : 


Nor Canibal a living Infant ſpew, 

Which he had murther'd, and devour'd but now. 
The graver ſort diſlike all Poctry, 

Which does not (as they call it) edifie : 

And youthful ſparks as much that Wir delpile, 
Which is not ſtrew'd with pleaſant Gaieties, 
But he, that has the knack of mingling well 


What is of uſe with what's agreeable, o” 


That 
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That knows at once how to inſtruct and pleaſe, 


Isjuſtly crown'd byall mens Suffrages : 

Theſe arethe works, which yalued every where, 
Enrich Pau/'s C hurch-Tard and the Stationer : 
Theſe admiration through all Nations claim, 

And through all Ages ſpread their Author's Fame. 


Yet there arc faults wherewith we ought to 
bear ; 


An Inſtrument may ſometimes chance to jar 
In the beſt hand, in ſpight of all its care: 

Nor have I known that skiltul Marks-man yet | 
So fortunate, who never miſt the Whige. 


But where I many excellencies find, 


|; 


I'm not ſo nicely critical ro mind 

Each flight miſtake an Author may produce, 
Which humane frailty juſtly may excuſe. 
Yet he, who having oft been taught ro mend 
A Fault, will ſtill purſue it to the end, 

Is like: that ſcraping Fool, who the ſame Note 
Is ever playing, and is ever out, 


An 
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And ſilly as that bubble every whit, 
Who at the ſelf-ſame blot is always hit.” 
When ſuch a lewd incorrigible Sor 
Lucks by meer chance upon ſome happy thought ; 
Among ſuch filthy Traſh, I vex to feet, 

And wonder how (the Devil!) he came by. 
In works of bulk and length we now and then 
May grant an Author to be overſeen : 

Homer himſelf, how ſacred er he is, 
Yer claims not a precence to Faultleſneſs. 

Poems with Pictures a reſemblance bear ; | 
Some (beſt at diſtance) ſhun 2 VIeW t00 near : 
Others are bolder, and ſtand off to ſight ; 

. Theſelove the ſhade, thoſe chooſe the cleareſt light, 
And dare the ſurvey of the skiltull'{t eyes : 

Some once,and ſome ten thouſand times will pleaſe, 

Sir, tho your ſelf fo much of knowledg own 
In theſe Afﬀairs, that you can learn of none, 
Yer mind this certain truth which I lay down: - 
Moſt Callings elſe do difference allow, 


Where ordinary Parts, and Skill may do: 
I've 
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I've known Phyſicians, who reſpe& might claim, 


Tho they nc'er roſe toW3/ls hisgreat fame : 
And there are Preachers who have great renown, 
Yet ne'er come up to Sprat, or Tillotſon : 
And Counſellors, or Pleaders in the Hall 
May have eſteem, and praQtice, tho they fall 
Far ſhort of ſmooth-rongu'd Finchin Eloquence, 
Tho they want Se/der's Learning, Yaughar's Senſes 
But Verſe alone does of no mean admir, , 
Who cer will pleaſe, muſt pleaſe us to the height : 
He mult a Cowley or a Fleckyo be, 
For there's no ſecond Rate in Poetry : | | 
A dull inſipid Writer none can bear, 
In every place he is the publick jeer, 
And Lumber of the Shops and Starioner, 

Mo man that underſtands to make a Feaſt, 
With a coarſe Deſſert will offend his Gueſt, 
Or bring ill Muſick in to grate the car, | 
Becauſe *ris what the entertain might ſpare : 
'Tis the fame caſe with thoſe that deal in Wir, 


Whoſe main deſign and end ſhould be delight : 
XN C They 
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They muſt by this ſame ſentence ſtand, orfall, 


Be highly excellent, or not at all. 
In all things elſe, ſave only Poetry, 
Men ſhew ſome ſigns ok common modeſty: . 
. You'll hardly find a Fencer ſo unwiſe, 
Who at Bear-garden cer will fight a Prize, 


Not having learnt before: nor ata Wake 


One, that wants skill and ſtrength, the Girdle take, 
Or be ſo vain the pond rous Weight to fling, 
For fear they ſhould be hils'd out of the Ring, 
Yet every Coxcomb will pretend to Verle, 
And write in ſpight of Nature, and his Stars ; 
All ſorts of SubjeQts'challenge at this time 
The Liberty, and Property of Rhime. 

The Sot of honour, fond of being great 

By ſomerhing elſe than Title, and Eſtate, 
Asif a Patent gave himclaim to ſenſe, 
Or'twere entail'd with an Inheritance, 
Believes a caſt of Foot-boys, and a ſet 

Of Flazders muſt adyance him to a Wit. 
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But you who have the judgment to deſcry 
Where you excel, which way your Talents lie, 

Im ſure, wiil never be induc'd to ſtrain 

.Your genius, or attempt againſt your vein. 

Yet (this let me adviſe) if cer you write, 

Let none of your compolures ſce the light, 


Till on, been throughly weigh'd, and paſt the 
Te 


Of all thoſe Judges who are thought the beſt: 


While in your Desk they're lock'd up from the 
Preſs, - 


You've powet to correct them as you pleaſe : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

Your Faults are Chronicled, and paſt recall. 
Orpheus the firſt of the infpir'd Train, 

By force of powerful numbers did reſtrain 

Mankind from rage, and bloody cruelty, 

And taught the barbarous world civility, 

Hence toſe the Fiftion, which the Poets fram'd, 


That Lions were by's tunetul Magick tam'd, 


ba 
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And Tygers, 'charm'd by his harmoniouslays, + 


Grew gentle, and laid by their ſavageneſs: 
Hence thar, which of Amphionr- too they tell, 
The pow'r of whoſe miraculous Lutecould call 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the Theban Wall. 
"Wondrous were the effects of primitive Verſe, 
Which ſetled and reform'd the Univerſe: 
This didall things to their due ends reduce, 
To publick, private, ſacred, civil uſe : 
Marriage for weighty cauſes was ordain'd, 
That bridled luſt, and lawlefs Love reſtrain'd : 
Cities with Walls, and Rampiers were inclos'd, | 
And property with wholſom Laws diſpos'd: 
And bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, 
To guard weak Innocence from wrongful might. 
Hence Poets have been held a ſacred name, 
And plac'd with firſt Rates in the Liſts of Fame. 
| Next theſe, great Homer tothe world appear'd, 
Around the Globe his loud alarms were heard, 
Which all the brave to war-like ation fir'd: 
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And Zefod after him- with uſeful kill 


Gave leſſons to inſtru the Plough-mans toil. 


Verſe was the language of the Gods of old, 

In which their ſacred Oracles were told : 

In Verſe were the ficſt rules of Virtue taught, 

And Doctrine thence, as now from Pulpirs ſought: 


By Verſe ſome have the loye of Princes gain'd. 
| 


\| 


Who oft vouchſafe ſo to. be entertain'd, 

And with a Muſe their weighty cares unbend. 

Then think it no diſparagement, dear Sir, 

To own your ſelf a Member of that Choire | 

Whom Kings eſteem, and Heaven does inſpire. )) \ 
Concerning Poets there has been conteſt, . 

Whether they're made by Art, or Nature beſt: 

But if I may preſume in this Afair, 

Amongſt the reſt my judgment to declare, 

No Art without a Genius will avail, 

And Parts without the help of Art will fail : 

But both Ingredients zoyntly muſt unite 

To make the happy CharaQter complete. 


C 3 
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None at New-market ever won the Prize, 


But us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 

His Courſes and his Diets long before, 

And Wine, and Women for a time ſorbore : 

Nor is thereany Singing-man, we know, 

Of good Repute in a Cathedral now, 

But was a Learner once (he'll freely own) 

And by long PraCtieeto that Skilthas grown : 

But cach conceited Dunee, withour | pretence 

Tothelcaſtgrain of Learning, Parts, or Senſe, 

Or any thing but harden'd impudence, 

Sers up tor Poctry; and dares cnpage- 

With all che ropping Writers of the Age: 

* Why ſhould not be put. #n among the reſt 2 

& Damu him! he ſcorns to come behind the beſt : 

« Declares himfelf a-Wit, and vows to draw 

* On the next man, who &er diſowns him ſo. 
Scribters of Quality who have Eſtare, 

To gainapplauding Fools at any rate, 

Practiſe as many tricks as Shop-kcepers 


To force a Trade, and pur off naughty wares: 


Some 
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; Some hire the Houſe their Follies to expoſe, 


And are at charge to be ridiculous: 
Others with Wine, and Ordinaries treat 
Aneedy Rabble.to cry up their Wit : 
'Tis ſtrange, that ſuch ſhould the true diff'rence find 
Berwixt a ſpunging Knave and faithful Friend. 
Take heed how you cer proſtitute your ſenſe 

To ſucha fawning crew of Sycophants: 

All ſigns of being pleas'd the Rogues will fejgn, 
Wonder, -and bleſs themſelves at every line.” 
Swearing, ® *Tis ſoft | *#3s charming ! 't1s divine! ) 
Here they'll look pale, as if ſurpriz'd, and-there 
Ina diſguiſe of grief ſquoeze'bur'a tears 5 
Of ſeem tranſported with=aſudden joy, 5: - - 
Stamp and-lifr up.- their hands in cxtaſiee: - 
Bur, if by chatice your'back bnee turiiſd appear, 
You'll have'ctaſttait purourtheir tongues in jeer, 


Or point, or gibe you with-a ſcornful fneer. 
As they who truly grieve at Funerals, ſhew * 
Leſs outward ſorrow than hir'd mourners do 3 


C 4 So 
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So true Admirers leſs concernment wear 
Before your face than the ſham-Flarterer.. 
They tell of Kings, . who.neyer would:admir 
A: Confident, -or boſom+Favourite, -/.' 
Till ſtore of Wine had made his ſecrers floay, 
| And by that meansthey'd found his temper out : 
'Tweie well if Poers knew ſome way like this, 
Ho to diſcern their friends from enemies. 
Had you conſulted learned Ber of old, 
He would your faults impartially have told : 
« This Kerſe correfion. wants (he would have 
-JAid);- (4034 Jt &f ' Xool ;} | 
* And ſo dogs this:c if youreplied, you had- 
To little purpoſe ſeyeralittials-made;... -: S&.- 
He preſently would bi:;you;firike a daſh... :.. / 
On all, and put in better injthe place 2 +, - - 
Bur if he found you once aſtubborn.ſor, .. 
Thar would not be corretted in a-tault ; 
He would no more his pains and counſel ſpend 


On an abandon'd Fool that ſcorn'd to mend z 


But 
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But bid you in the Devils:name goon, 

And hug your dear impertinence alone. | 
A truſty knowing Friend will boldly: dare. - - 

To give his ſenſeand judgment, wherefoc'cr . . 


He ſees a Fault: ,* Here, Sir, good faith, you're 
low, 


& And muſt ſome heightning on the place beſtow : 

« There, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh, and rought 
« And ſPould be ſoft "ned to go ſmoothlier off : 

« Tour ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 

& Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 

* Tour Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 

« This Wi ord improper, and that ſenſe obſcure. 

I fine, you'll find him a ſtrict Cenſurer, 

That will not your leaſt negligences ſpare 
Througha vain. fear of diſobliging you: 

They are but ſlight, and trivial things, *cis true: 
Yer theſe ſame Trifles (take a Poets word) 

Matter of high importance will afford, 
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When c'er by means.of them. you come' to be- 
Expos'd to Laughrery Seorn,” arid Jnfamy. 

Not thoſe with Lord Have mercy/6n their doors, 
Venom of Addets;/ or infeted Whores, : 
Are dreaded wotſe by men of Senfe, and Wit, © 
Thana mad ſcriblerin his raving fit: 


Like Dog, whoſe cail is pegg'd into a bone, 

The hooting Rabbleall about the Town, 
Purſue the Cur, and pelt him up and down. A 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs along, | ; 
Iatent on's Rhiming work amidſt the throng, = 
Into Fleer- Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, F- y 
And till he renthis Throat for ſecgur bawl, | p 
No one would lend an helping hand a call: 7 | 
For who (the Plague ly could gueſvar his defgn, L 
Whether he did* frorfor the nonce drop i in 2 ; 
I'd tell you, Sir, bur queſtionlels: you' ve heard 

Of the odd end of a Sicilian Bard : | x” 
Fond tobe deem'd a god, this fool ir ſeems) 


In's fit leapt hcadlong into AZtna's Flames. 


Troth, 
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Troth, I could be:content an AC might paſs, 


Such Poets ſhould have leaye, when cer they 
pleaſe, | 


To die, and rid us of our Grievances. 
A God's name let 'em hang, or drown, or chooſe 
What other way they will themſelves diſpoſe, 
Why ſhould we life againſt cheir wills impoſe 2 
Might that ſame fool I mention'd, now revive, 
He would not be reclaim'd, I dare believe, 
But ſoon be playing his old freaks again, 
And ſtill the fame capricious hopes retain. 

'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Whether for Parricide, or Sacrileds, 
Or ſome more ſtrange,unknown,and horrid crime, 
Done in their own, ortheir Fore-fathers time, \' 


Theſe ſcribling Wretches have been damn'd t 
Rhime: 


But certain tis, for ſuch acrack'd-braind Race 
Bedlam, or Hogsdon is the fitteſt place: 
Without their Keepers you had better chooſe 
To meet the Lions of the Tower broke looſe, 


Than 
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Than theſe wild ſavage Rhymers in the ſtreet, 


Who with their Verſes worry all they meet : ; - 

In vain you would releaſe yourſelf; fo cloſe 

The Leeches cleave, that there's no getting looſe. 
Remorſſeſs they to no entreaties yield, | 


Till you are with inhumane non-ſenſe kill'd. 
/ 


| 
| 
| 
; 
| 
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Iham forte wid ſacri, &c. 


SI was walking in the Mall of late, 
A Alone, and muſing on TI know not what; 


Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly TI 

Knew by his Name, and rudely ſeizes me : 
Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you: 
And pray, how have you done this Age, or two 2 
« Tell, I thank God (faid I) as times are now: 
* Twiſh the ſame to you. And ſopals'd on, 


Hoping with this, the Coxcomb would be gone. 
Bur 
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But whenl ſaw I could not thus per free ; 


I ask'd, whar buſincfs elſe he had. with me. 2 . 
Sir (anſwer'd he) If Learning, Parts, or Senſe 
Merit-your friendſhip ; T have juſt pretexce. . TOSON 


« honur you (ſaid 2» poi that, ſcorg, 
& And ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 


. Mean time, wild to get looſe, I try all ways 
. To ſhake him off: Sometimes I walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtill : I frown, I chafe, I fret, 
Shrug, turn-my back;'as inthe Baigno, ſweat: 
And ſhew all kind of figns to make him gueſs 
At my impatience, and uneaſineſs. 
& Happy.the folk iu Newgate! ( whiſperd D - 
* Who,. tho in Chains are from this torment free. : 
* Wou'd 1 were like raugh Manly in the Play, 
* To ſend Impertinents with kicks away ! 

Heall the while baits me with tedious chat, 
Speaks much abour the drought, and how the rate 
Ot Hay is rais'd, and whatit now goes at: 
Tells me of a new Comer at the Hague, 


Portending God knows what, a Dearth, or Plague: 
Names 
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Names every Wench, that paſſes through'the Park, 


How much ſhe is atlow'd, and who the Spark, 
That keeps her : points, who lately gota Chp, 
And who at the Groom-porters had ill hap 

Three nights ago, in play with ſuch a Lord : 
When he obſery'd, I minded not a word, 

And did no anfwer to his traſh afford ; 

Sir, Tperceive you ſland on Thorns (faid he) 

And fain would part : but, faith, it muſt not be: 
Come, let us take a Bottle. (I cried) ** Ns; 

« Sir, Tam ina Courſe, and dare not now. 

Then tell me whither you defare to go: 

Pl wait upon you. © Oh! Sir, "tis too far : 

« 7 vifet croſs the Water : therefore ſpare \ 
« Tour needleſs trouble. Trouble! Sir, tis nome : 
Tis mare by half to leave you here alone. 

T have no preſent buſineſs to attend, 

At leaft, which I'll not quit for ſuch a Friend : 

Tell me not of the diſtance : for I vow, 
Tl cut the Line, double the Cape for you, 
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Good faith, I will uot leave you: make no words : 


Go you to Lambeth? Ts #t tomy Lords? 

His Steward I moſt intimately know; -- 

Have often drunk with his Comptroller too. 

By this I found my Wheadle would not paſs, 
Bur rather ſery'd my ſuff'rings to increaſe : 
And ſceing *twas in vain to vex, or fret; 

I patiently ſubmitted ro my Fate. _ 


Strait he begins again : Sir, if you knew 
My worth but half ſo throughly as T dos 
I'm ſure, you would not value any Friend 


Tou have, like me : but that I won't commend 
My ſelf, and my own Talents; I might tell 
How many ways to wonder [ excel. 

| None has a gyeater gift in Poetry, 
Or writes more Verſes with more eaſe than I: 
T'm grown the ewvy of the men of Wit, 
Tkill d ev'n Rocheſter with grief, and ſpight c 
Next for the Dancing part IT all ſurpaſs, 
S. Andrew never mov/d with ſuch a grace : 
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Aud tipmelbknonn; whe eer SF fins; or \'fer,- 
Humphreys; = or\Blow could evet match me yet.” 

Here I gotroom'ts interrupt: Have ou" 
« A Mother, | Sin; or Kindred living now? nn 
Not one :. thejcare ll dead: *Troth, fo = IS 
« The happier they\ (aid TY who are at reſts” 9. 
* Poor 1, ans'only lefttunmurderd yet cu os: 
« Flaftes©Tbeſeech you," anY diſpatch wired ; 
« For I am wellconvinc'd,; my time's come: © 
« When: 1 was young; a'G ;ypfie roldmy doom 
This Lad {ſaid ſhe, aud look'd-upon my — 
Shallnat by Saord, or Poyſon cone to's end, 
Nor by the Fever,-Dropſie, Gont, or Stone, 
But he ſhall die by an eternal Tongue : 
T, berefore, when he's grown vp; if -he be wiſe, 
Let him avoid great:Talkers, T adviſe. - 

By this time we were got to' Weſtminſter, 
Where he by chahcea Trial had ro-hear, 
And, if he were not. there, his Cauſe muſt fall: 
vir, if you love me; fiep into the Hall ; 


D Fot 
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For one half hour," The Devil take we'now; \\ 


& Said I) zf 7 know gvy thing of Law : : 

& Befides Þ told you whitber {'m: to go.* - ') 
Hereat he made a ſtand, pulf'd-dowa his Hat . |. 
Over his eyes, and mus'd in deep. debate > -- - '/ 
I'm in a ſtraight (ſay he) what 7 ſhall do: .N\ * 
Whether forſake my. bufmeſs, Sir, Or YOM in Ws 
* Me by all means. (lay 1). Ne- (lays —_—_ 

f fear you'll take3t il, if F ſhould dot + 1c Yo | 
Im ſure,, you will. Not 1, by alligbat's: —_ Th 
But-1 Ve.omore breeding, than to beiſo ruty.\ \ 1\\\ 
_ Pray, don't neglett your owiconcetns forme? 
« Tour Cauſe good Sjr {My Cauſe EE 26 he)» 
T walue't leſs than your dear Company. - 


With this he-came up to me, and would lead * 


he way 3 Iſneaking after, hung my head. 

Next he begins to plague me. with the Pler,. 
Asks, whether I were known to Oats or not? - 
* Not I, thank Heaven ! 1 no Prieft have betn : 
& Have never Doway, vor $. Omers ſeev, 


What 


bat 
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What think you, Sir 5 will they the Joyner try ) 
Will he die, think you? Tes, moſt certainly. 
I mean, be hang'd. * Would thouwert ſo' (wilh'dI.,) 
Religion came in next 3 tho he'd no more 
Than th' Noble Peer, his Whore, or Conſeſlor. 
0b ! the ſad tinies, if orice the K ing ſhould die! 
Sir, are you not afraid of Fopery ? 
* No more than my Superiors : why ſhould 7? 
© Come Popery, come any thing (thought I) 
« So Hiedv'n would Bleſs me to get rid of thee: 
* But *tis font comfort, that my Hell it here : 
* 7 need no puniſhment hereafter fear. 

Scarce had I thought, bur he falls on anew ; 
How ſtands it, Sir, betwixt his Grace, and you £ 
« Sir, he's a man.of ſenſe above the Crowd, 

* And ſhuns the Converſe of a Multitade. 

dy, Sir, '(fays he) you're happy, who are near 
His Grace, and have the favour of his ear : 
But let me tell you, if you'll recommend 

This perſon here, your point will ſoon be gain d. 


D 2 Gatdy 
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 Gad, Sir, DI die, if my own fingle Wit » 
Dor't Fob his Minions, and diſplace 'em quite 
And make your ſelf his only Favourite. | 

&« No, you are out abundantly (ſaid I) 


« We live not, as you think : no Family 
& Throughout the whole three Kingdoms is more free 
* From thoſe ill Cuſtoms, which are us'd to ſwarm 


& In great mens Houſes ; none &er does me harm, 


& Becauſe more Learned, or more Rich, than I: 


& But each man keeps hjs Place, and his Degree. 
*Tis mighty ſtrange (lays he) what you relate, 


« But nothing truer, take my word for that, 


Tou make me long to be admitted too 


Amongſt his Creatures : Sir, T1 beg, that you 
Will ſtand my Friend : Tour Intereſt is ſach, 


Tou may prevail, I'm ſure, you can do much, 


He's one, that may be won upon, Ive heard, 


T ho at the firſt approach acceſs be hard, 
Pl ſpare no trouble of my own, or Friends, 


No coſt in Fees, and Bribes to gain my ends :. 
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I'll ſeek all opportunities to meet 


With him, accoſt him in the very ſtreet : 
| Hang, on his Coach, and wait upon him home, 
| Fawn, Scrape and Cringe to him, nay, to his Groom. 
Faith, Sir, this muſt be done, if we'll be great: 
| Preferment comes not at a cheaper rate. 

While at this ſavage rate he worried me 3 
By chance a DoQtor, my dear Friend came by, 
That knew the Fellew's humour paſling well : 
Glad of the ſight, Ijoyn him ; weſtand ſtill : 
Whence came you, Sir 2 and whither go you now ? 
Andſuch like queſtions paſs'd betwixt ustWo : 
StraitT begin to pull him by the ſleeve, 
Nod, wink uponhim, touch my Noſe, and give 
A thouſand hints, to let him know, that I 
Needed his help for my delivery : 
He, naughty Wag, with an Arch fleering ſmile 
Seems ignorant of what I mean the while; 
I grow ſtark wild with rage. © Sir, ſaid not you, 
* You'd ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not loyg azo, 


D3 .* With 
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* With me in private £ IT remember't.well: 


Some other time be ſure, Twill not fail - 


Now Tam in great haſte upon my.word : 

A Meſſenger came for me from a Lord, 

That's ina bad condition, like to die. 

« Oh! Sir, hecan't be in a worſe than 1: 

« Therefore for God s ſake do not ſtir from hence. 

Sweet Sir ! your pardon: tis of conſequence : 

I hope you're kinder than to preſs my ſtay, 

Which may be Heav'n knows what out of my way. 

This ſaid, heleft me to my murderer : 

Seeing no hopes of my relict appear ; 

* Confounded be the Stars (faidT) that ſwayd 

* This fatal day ! would T had kept my Bed 

« With fickneſs, rather thax be viſited 

* With this worſe Plague | what ill have Te&er done, 

* To pull this curſe, this heavy Judgment down ? 
While I was thus lamenting my ill hap, 

Comes aid at length: a. brace of Bailiffs clap 

The Raſcal onthe back :- * Here take your Fees, 

* Kind Gentlemen (ſaid T) for my releaſe. 
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He would have had me Bail. « Excyſe me, Sir, 


« Poe made a Vow neer to be Surety more: 


| 
« My Father was undone by heretofore. | 
Thus I got off, and bleſs'd the Fates that he 


', Was Prigner made, I{crar liberty. 


Þ 3 
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| Parapfraſe u pon qa 


HORACE. 


Book I. OnDpe XXXAL 


Quid PYTE poſeit Apollinem 
Vates Oc. 


—_ a— I IIn—_ 


T. 


Hat does the Poet's modeſt wiſh re- 
quire F 


What Boon does he of gracious Heav'n deſire ? 
Not the large Crops of Eſham's goodly Soil, 
Which tire the Mower's, and the Reaper's toil ; 
Not the ſoft Flocks, on hilly Corfwold ted, - 

Nor Lemſter Fields with living Fleeces clad : 


He does not ask the Grounds, where gentle 
Thames, 
Oc Severn ſpread their fat'ning Streams, 
'.. 4-9. þ th F 4 Where 
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Where they with wanton windings play, 
And eat there widen'd Banks inſenſibly away : 
He does not ask the Wealth of Lombard ſreet, 
Which Conſciences, and Souls are pawn'd to get. 
; Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold, 
Which G«inny and Perwintheir rich boſoms hold. 


2. 


Let thoſe that live in the Caxary Iſles, 
On which indulgent Nature ever ſmiles, 
Take pleaſure in their plenteous Vintages, 
And from the juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs: 
Let wealthy Merchants, when they Dine, 
Run o'er their coſtly names of Wine, 


Their Cheſts of Florence, and their Ment- 
- Alchane: 


Their Mants, Champagns, C bablees, Frontimacks tell, 
Their Aums of Hock, of Backrag and Moſell : 
He envies not their Luxury, 
mn. they with ſo much pains, and danger 
UY'3 


For 
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* For which: ſo many Storms, and Wrecks they 
bear, 


For-which they paſs the Streights fo oft each 
year. $$: 
And '{cape fo narrowly the Bondage of Argier. 


He wants no Cypres Birds, nor Ortolans, 


Nor Dainties fetch'd from far to pleaſe his Senſe, 


Cheap wholſom Herbs content his frugal 
Board, 


| The food of unfaln Innocence, 
Which the mean'ſt Village Gardendoes afford : 
Grant him, kind Heay'n, the ſumof his deſires, 
What Nature, not what Luxury requires : 
 Heonly does a Competency claim, 
And, when he has it, wit to uſe the ſame : 
Grant him ſound Health, impair'd by no Diſf- 


caſe, 
Nor by his own Exceſs: 
Let him in ſtrength of Mind, and Body live, 
But not his Reaſon, nor his Senſe ſurvive : 
His 
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His Age (if Age he cer muſt live to ſee) 


_ Let it from Want, Contempt, and Care be free, 

But not from Mirth, and the delights of Poetry : 
Grant him but this, he's amply ſatisfi'd, 

And ſcorns whatever Fate can give beſide. 


— — 


.. Paraphraf e upon 


HORACE: 


 Boox IL. Ovez XIV. 


tha fugaces, Poſthume, Poſthume, 


Labuntur anni, Oc. 


T. 


- Las! dear Friend, alas! time haſtes away, 
Nor is it inour pow'r to bribe its ſtay : 

The rolling years with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while ſpeak, the preſent minute's gone, 
And following hours urge the foregoing on. 

'Tis not thy Wealth, *tis not thy Power, 
Tis not thy Piety can thee ſecure: 

They're all too feeble to withſtand 


Grey Hairs, approaching Age, and thy avoidleſsend. 
When 
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When once. thy Glaſs is: run, - 


When once thy utmoſt Thread is ſpun, 
'Twill then be fruitleſs to expe Reprieve:" 

Could'ſt thou ten thowuſand K ingdoms give 
In purchaſe for cach hour of longer life, 

They would not buy one vaſp of breath, 
Not moye one jot inexorable Death. 


2. 


All the vaſt ſtock c of { bumane Progeny | 
| Which now like ſwarms 'of InſeQs crayl 
Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, . 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, toad 
And in its Bowels buried lie. . FEE 
The mighrieſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, : 
In ſpight ofall his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribu te unto Fare. 
The buſie,reſtleſs Monarch of the World, which now 
Keeps ſuch a pother, and ſo muchado 
To fill Gazettes alive, | 


And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive; 
| Ev'n 
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Ev'n He, ev'n that great mortal man muſt 
_ die, 


And ſtink; and rot as well as thou, andI, 


As well as the poor tatter'd Wretch, that begs his 
bread, 


And is with ſcraps out of the common Basket fed. 
3- 
In yain from dangers of the bloudy Field we keep, 
In vain we eſcape 
The fulery 3 Line, and ſtormy Cape, | 
And all the rreacheries of the faichleſs Deep : I 
In vain for health to forcin Countries we repair, © 
And change our  Eughſb for Meompellier Air, © 
In hope to leave our fears of dying there: 
In vain with coſtly far-ferch'd Drugs we ſtrive 
To keep the waſting vital Lamp alive: 
In vain on Doftors feeble Art rely; 
Againſt reſiſtleſs Death there is no remedy 
Both we, and they for all their skill muſt die, 
And fill alike the Bedrols of Mortality. 


Thou 
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- rt + 


it, . 4- 
Thou. Kuſtyhou muſt refign to Fats, ily Friend, 
And leave thy Ho Houſe, thy Wite,and Family behind: 
., Thou muſhchy fai wk i ro ſpot, 
"of theſe thy Tree 4 [rnorWith thEtaks; 
Save juft as much as wiltthy Cofhin make : 
Nor wilt thou be allow'd pf {thy Land, to have, 
But the ſmall pittance of a ſix-foot Grave. 
Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 
' Laviſh the Wealthy/whichthoy for many a year 
Haſt hoarded up with ſo much pains nd care : 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cllats of their Stores, 
Kept ſacred' now as vailts of buried Anceſtors : 
Shall {et th? cnfarged Butts at liberry, 
Which'there cloſe Pris'ners under durance lie, 
And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine 
Than that of conſecrated Prelates when they dine. 


The 
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f, Thy ſacred, everlaſting Namg, | 
 Andin unhallow'd Lines blaſpheme: "nk 
- Pardon, that with "ee: Fire thy AltarsI profane. 


Hail thou! ro whom we mortal Bards our Faith 
ſubmit, 


| Whom we acknowledg our ſole Text, and holy 
Wrir : 


None other Judg infallible we own, 
But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick Wit 


alone, 
Thou 
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Thou art the unexhauſted Ocean, whence 


Sprungfirſt, and ſtill do flow th' eternal Rills of 
.” tenſe: 


To none bur Thee our Art Divine we owe, 
From whom it had its Riſe, and full Perfe&tion too. | 
Thou art the mighty Bank, that ever do'ſt ſupply 
Throughout the world the whole Poetick Com- 

pany: 

With thy vaſt ſtock alone they traffick for a 


name, 


And ſend their glorious Ventures out to all the 
Coaſts of Fame, 


2. . 


How trulier blind was dull Antiquity, 
Who faſten'd that unjuſt Reproach on Thee 2 
Who can the ſenſlefs Tale believe 2 

"Who can tothe falſe Legend credit give ? 


Oc think thou wantedſt ſight, by __ all others 
lee ? 


What Land, or Region, how remote ſoger, 
Does not fo well deſcrib'd in thy great Draughts 


appear, 
oy E That 
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That each thy native Country ſeems to be, 


And each thave been - 'd, and meaſur'd out 
by thee ? 


Whatever Earth does in ban pregnant Bowels bear, 
Or on her fruitful Surface wear; 


What cer the ſpacious Ficlds of Air contain, 


Oc far extended Territories of the Main; 


Is by thy skiltul Pencil ſo exa&tly ſhown, 


We ſcarce diſcern where thou, or Nature beſt has 
drawn ; 


Nor is thy quick all-picrcing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here : 

But farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſcry, 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun, and Year. 

Beyond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſtry, 

Where the vaſt Purliews of the Sky, 
And boundleſs waſte of Nature lies, 

Thy Voyages thou mak'ſt, and bold Diſcoveries. 
What there the Gods in Parliament debate, 
What Votes, or Atts i'th Heav'nly Houſes pals, 
By Thce fo well communicated was ; 


AS 
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As if thou'dfſt been of that Cabal of State, 


As if thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counſellor of 
Fare. 


3s 
What Chicf, whodoes thy Warrior's great Exploits 
ſurvey, 
Will not aſpire to Deeds as great as they 
What generous Readers would he not inſpire 


With the fame pallant Heat, the ſame ambitious 
Fire? 


, Methinks from /da's rop with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Conduct led, 
I ſee th' immortal Hoſt engaging on his fide, 
_ | Andhimthe bluſhing Gods out-do. 
Where &er he does his dreadful Standards bear, 


Horror ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the 
Rere. 


Whole Swarths of Enemies his Sword does 
mow, 


And Limbs of mangled Chiefs his paſlage 
ſtrow, 


And flouds of recking Gore the Field ocr- 
flow : 


E 2 While 
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While Heav'ns dread Monarch from his Throne 
of State, 


With high concern upon the Fight looks down, 
And wrinkles his Majeſtick Brow intoa Frown, 
To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 
4. 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-age 
grew, 


Nor yet by Charter of his years ſet free 

From Guardians, and their flaviſh tyranny, 
No Tutor, but the Budg Philoſophers he knew : 

And well cnough the grave, - and uſctul Tools 

Might ſerve to read him LeCtures, and to pleaſe 
With unintelligible Jargon of the Schools, 
Andairy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 


They might the Art®of Prating; and of Brawling 
teach, 


And ſome infipid Homilies of Virtue preach : 
But when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 


Their muſty Diſcipline, when manlier Thoughts 
poſleſs'd 

His generous Princely Breaſt, 

Now 
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Now ripe for Empire, and a Crown, . 


And fill'd with luſt of Honour, and Renown ; 

= He then learnt to contemn 

The deſpicable things, the men of Flegm:: 

Strait he to the dull Pedants gave releaſe, 

F And a more noble Maſter ſtrait took place : 

Thou, whothe Grecian Warriour ſo could'ſt praiſe, 
As might in himyuſt envy raiſe, 


Who (one would think) had been himſelf too 
high 


To envy any thing of all Mortality, 
'Twas thou that taughr'ſt him Leſſons loftier far, 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 
And wondrous was the Progreſs, which he made, 
While he the Atts of thy great Pattern read : 


The World too narrow for his boundleſs Conqueſts 
grew, 


He Conquer'd one,and wiſh'd,and wept for new: 
From vhence he did thoſe Miracles produce, 


And Fought, and Vanquiſh'd by che Condudt of a 
Muſe. 


E 3 5. No 
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5. 
No wonder rival Nations quarrell'd for thy Birth, 
A Prize of greaterand of higher worth 
Than that, which led whole Greece,and Aja forth, 
Than that for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And 7roy with ten years War, and its deſtruftion 
bought. | 


Well did they think it noble to have bore that 
Name, 


Which the whole world would with 1mbition claim: 
Well did they Temples raiſe 

To Thee, at whom Nature her ſelf ſtood in amaze, 

 Awork, ſhe never tried to amend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man, by chance ſhe form'd a 
God. | 


How gladly would our willing /{e reſign 
Her fabulous Arthur, and her boaſted Conſtantine, 
And half her Worthics of the Norman Line, 


And quit the honour of their Births to be enſur'd to 
Thine ? 


How juſtly might it the wiſe choice approve, 


Prouder in this than Creze to have brought forth 


Almighty Fove > 
6, Un- 
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6. 
Unhappy we, thy Britiſh Ofi-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy great Model Monuments to rear: 
In vain for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
That's pent in the ſtrait limits of a narrow ſe - 
In vain our Force, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labours to enrich our Land, 


Which none beyond our Shoars vouchſafe to un- 
derſtand. 


Be the fair ſtruture ner ſo well deſign'd, 
The parts with ne'er ſo much proportion joyn'd ; 
Yet foreign Bards (ſuch is their Pride,or Prejudice) 


All the choice Workmanſhip tor the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. 


But happier thou thy Genius didſt diſpence 
In language univerſal as thy ſenſe : 


All the rich Bullion, which thy Sovereign Stamp 
does wear 


On every Coaſt of Wir does equal value bear, 
Allow'd by all, and currant every where. 


E 4 No 
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No Nation yet has been ſo barbarous found, 


Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not re- 
nown'd, 


Tho the World thou art with Wonder 
rca 


Where ever Learning does its Commerce ſpread, 
Where ever Fame with all her Tongues canſpeak, 


Where ever the bright God of VVit does his vaſt 
Tournies take. 


7. 
Happy above Mankind that envied Name, 
VVhich Fate ordain'd to bethy glorious Theme: 


* VVhat greater Gift could bountcous Heaven be- 
{tow 


On its chiet Favourite below 2 


VVhae nobler Trophy could his high Deſerts be- 
"fir | 


Thantheſe thy vaſt crefted Pyramidsof V Vit ? 
Not Statutes caſt in ſolid Braſs, 


Nor thoſe, which Art in breathing Marble does CX- 
preſs, © * 


Can boaſt an equal Life, or laſtingneſs 


YVith 
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VVith their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 
A Nich in thy Majeſtick Monuments of Fame. 
Here their embalm'd incorruptible memories 
Can proudeſt Lowvres, and Eſcurzals deſpiſe, 


And all the needleſs helps of Agypts coſtly Vani- 
tics. 


No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruine of the Spheres, 
Not all the waſhing Tides of rolling years, 


Nor the whole Race of batr'ring time ſhall cer wear 
out 


The great Inſcriptions, which thy Hand has 
wrought, 


Here thou, and they ſhall live, and ——_ an endleſs 
date, 


Firm, as enroll'd in the eternal Regiſter of Fate. 
For ever curſt be that mad Emperoxr, 
(And curs'd enough he is be ſure) 
May future Poets on his hated Name 
Shed all their Gall, and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded with eternal ſhame, 
VVho thought thy V Vorks could mortal be, 


And ſought the glorious Fabrick to deſtroy : 
In 


= 
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In this (could Fate permit it to be done ) 
His damned Succeſſor he had outgone, 
Who Rome and all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, 
And the great Ruins witha ſavage Joy ſurvey'd : 


He burnt but what might be rebuilt and richer 
made. 


But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 
'T had raiz'd what Age, nor Art could c'er repair. 
Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, 
Which at the final Doom 
This beauteous Work of Nature muſt conſume, 
And Heav'n and all its Glories in one Urn entomb, 
Will burn a nobler, or more laſting Frame : 


As firm, and ſtrong as that ſhall endure, 


Through all the Injuries of Time ſecure, 


Nor die, till the whole world its-Funeral Pile be- 
| come. 


© — _- —— 


—_——— 


Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 


BION- 


APaſtoral, in Imitation of the Greek 
of Moſchus, bewailing the Death 
of the Earl of RochyEsTER. 


Ourn all ye Groves, in darker ſhades be 
| ſeen, 


Let Groans be heard, where gentle Winds have been: . 
Ye AlbjonRiyers, weep your Fountains dry, 
And all yePlants your moiſtureſpend, and die: 

Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 
Lament, until you be transform'd agen : 

Let every Roſe pale as the Lilly be, 
And Winter Froſt ſeize the Anemone: 
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But thou, O Hyacinth, more vigorous grow 


In mournful Letters thy fad glory ſhow, 
Enlarge tby grief, and flouriſhin thy wo: 
Fer Bion, the beloved Bior's dead, 

His voiceis gone, his tuneful breath is fled. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe | 


With never-fading Garlands, never- dying Verſe. 
Mourn ye ſweet Nightingales in the thick Woods, 
Tell the ſad news to all the Britiſh Floods: 

Sce it to. 4s, and to Cham convey'd, 


To Thames, to Humber, and to utmoſt Tweed : 
And bid them watt the bitter tidings on, 


How Bior's dead, how the lov'd Swain is gone, 
And with himall the Art of Graceful Song. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 


Ye gentle Swans, that haunt the Brooks, and 
Springs, 


Pine with fad grief, and droop your ſickly Wings: 
In 


Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 75 
In doleful notes the heavy loſs bewail, 


Such as you ſing at your own Funeral; 

Such as you ſung when your lov'd Orphes fell. 
'Tellir to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 
Tell it to all the Britiſh Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too the diſmal rydings ſpread 

Of Bior's fate, of Eng/and's Orphew dead, 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe | | 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tunetul Pipe the wondring Plain : 
Ceaſt arethoſe Lays, ceaſt are thoſe ſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 
For which the liſfning ſtreams forgot torun, 
And Trees lean'd their attentive branches down: 
While the glad Hills, - loth the ſweet ſounds ta loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes every heay'nly cloſe. 
Down'to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 
And there to Lethe's Banks reports his moan: 


- 


Nothing 
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Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now 


Bur penſive Herds that for their Maſter low : 
Stragling and comfortleſs about they rove, 
Unmindful of their Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


For thee, dear Swain, for thee, his much-lov'd Son, 
Does Phzbus Clouds of mourning black put on: 
For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtick Fauns 

Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Lawns: 
For thee the Fazries grieve, and ceaſe to dance 

Jn ſportful Rings by night upon the Plains : 

The water Nymphs alike thy abſence mourn, 

And all their Springs to tears and ferrow turn : 
Sad Ecchotoo does in deep ſilence moan, ' 

Since thou art mure,fince thou art ſpeechleſs grown: 
She finds nought worth her pains to imitate, 

Now thy ſweet breath's ſtopt by untimely fate : 
Trecs drop their Leaves todreſs thy Funeral, 


And all their Fruit before its Autumn fall : 
Each 
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Each Flower fades, and hangs its wither'd head, 


And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou art dead : 
Their bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees negleCt their wonted toil : 

Alas! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore 


With the rich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, 


When thou, that waſt all ſweetneſs, art nomore? 


Come, all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 5 
Herſe, © 


With never-fading Garland, never-dying Parſe 

Neer did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 

In ſuch loud plaints utter their grief before: 

Never infuch ſad Notes did Philome! 

To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tell : 

| Neer onthe Beech did poor Alcyone 

So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw : 

Nor that dead Lover, to a Sea-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waves, where he was drown'd, fo 
mourn'd : 


Nor did the Bird of Memnon with ſuch grief 
Bedew thoſe Aſhes, which late gave him life: 
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As they did now with vying grief bewail, 
As they did all lament dear B7oz's fall. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe | 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


—_— 


In every Wood, on every Tree, and Buſh 

The Lark, theLinnet, . Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
And all the feather'd Choir, that us'd to throng 
In lining Flocks to learn his well-tun'd Song ; 
Now each inthe ſad Conſort bear a part, 

And with kind Notes repay their Teachers Art: 


 YeTurtles too (I charge you) here aſſiſt, 
Let not your Murmursinthe crowd be miſt : 
To the dear Swain do not uingrateful prove, 
That taught you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Her il E . 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Whom haſt thou left behind thee, skilful Swain, 
That darcs aſpire to reach thy matchleſs ſtrain ? 


Who 
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Who's there after thee, that dares pretend - \ 


'Raſhly-torake thy warbling Pipe in hand? 

Thy Notes remain yetfreſh in every car, - 

And- give usall delight, and all deſpair: 

Pleasd Eccho ſtill does on them meditate; 

And to the whiſtling Recds their ſounds repeat, 
Pan only &er can equal thee in Song, 

That task does only to great Pay belong : 

But Pas himſelf perhaps will fear to ry, 

Will fear perhaps to be out-done by thee. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never fading Garlands, never-dying Verſes 
Fair Galatea too laments thy deathi, 
Laments the ceafing of thy tuneful breath + 
Oft ſhe, kind Nymph, reſorted heretofore 
To hear thy artful meaſures from the ſhore : 
'Not harſh like the rude Cyclops werethy lays, 
Whoſe grating ſounds did her ſoft ears dif pleaſe : 
Such was thie force of thy enchanting Totigue, 
That ſhie for eyer could haye heard thy Song, 
| F And 
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And chid the hours, that did fo ſwiftly run, 


And thought the Sun too haſty to go down, 


Now does that lovely Nereid tor thy fake 

The Sea, and all her fellow Nymphs forfake : 
Penſive upon the Beach, ſhe fits alone, 

And kindly tends the Flocks from which thou'r 


gone. - 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands xever-dying Perſe. 
With thee, ſweet Bjorn, all the gracg of Song, 
And all the Muſes boaſted Art is gone: 
Mute is thy Voice, which could all hearts command, 
Whoſe pow'r no Shepherdeſs could e&'cr withſtand: 
All the oft weeping Loves about tice moan, 
Ar once their Mothers darling, and their own: 
Dearer waſt thou to Yenw than her Loves, 
Than her charm'd Girdle, than her fairhful Doves, 
Than the laſb gaſping Kiſſes, which in death 
Adonis gave, and with them gave his breath. 


f 
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This, Thames, ah! this is now the ſecond lofs, 


For whichin tears thy weeping Current flows : 
Spencer, the Mules glory, went before, 
He paſs'd long ſince to the Flyfan ſhore : 
Forhim (they ſay) for him, thy dear loy'd San, ., 
Thy Waves did long in ſobbing murmurs groan, 


Long filld the Sea with their complaint, andlf | 
moan: 


But now, alas! thou do'ſt afreſh bewail, 
AnotherSon does now thy forrow call : 

To part with cither thou alike waſt loth, 

Both dear to Thee, dcar to the Fountains both : 
He largely drank the Rills of ſacred Cham, 
And this no lefs of 1s nobler ſtream : 

Heſung of Hero's, and of hardy Knights 
Far-fam'd in Battels, and renown'd Exploits: 
This meddled not with bloudy Fights, and Wars, 
Pan was his Song, and Shepherds harmlelsjars, 


Loves peaceful Combars, and its gentle Cares. 


KF 3 Loys 
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Love ever was the ſubject of his Lays, 


And his ſoft Lays did Yenxs ever pleaſe. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Thou, facred Bzon, art lamented more 

Than all our tunetul Bards, that dy'd before: 
Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the ule of Verſe, 
No longer hasthe tribute of our tears: 

Milton, whoſe Muſe with ſuch a daring flight 
Led out the warring Seraphims to fight : 

Bleſt Cowleytoo, who on the banks of Cham 

So ſweetly ſigh'd his wrongs, and told his flame : 
And Fe, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill ſo high, 
As madcits glory with Parnaſſ#s vie : 

And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright ſhining name 
Stands next great Sappho's in the ranks of fame: | 
All now unwept, and unrelented paſs, 


And in our grict no longer ſhare a place : 


ot 
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Bion alone does all our tears engroſs, 


Our tears are all too few for Bior's loſs. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never fading Garlands, never dying Verſe, 
Thee all the Herdſmen mourn in gentleſt Lays, 
And rival one another in thy praiſe : 

In ſpreading Letters they engrave thy Name 
On every Bark, thar's worthy of the ſame: - 
Thy Name is warbled forth by every rongue, 
Thy Name the Burthen of each Shepherds Song: 
Waller, the ſweer'ſt of living Bards, prepares 
For thee his tender'ſt,, and his mourntull'{t airs, 
And I, the meaneſt of the Britiſh Swains, 
Amoneſt the reſt ofter theſe humble ſtrains: 

If Iam reckon'd not unbleſt in Song, 

'Tis what Lowe to thy all-teaching tongue: 


Some of thy Art, ſome of thy tunetul breath 
Thou didſt by Will to worthleſs me bequeath : 


E 3 Others 
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Ochcrs thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 


To me thou didfſt thy Pipe, and Skill vouchſafe. 


Come all-ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe | 


With never-fading Garlands, neverelying Verſe. 
Alas! by whar ill Fate, to man unkind, 
Were we toſoſevere a lot deſign'd ? 
The mcaneſt Flowers which the Gardens yield, 
The vilcſt Weeds that flouriſh in the Field, 
Which muſt ere long lie dead in Winter's Snow, 
Shall ſpring again, again more vigorous grow : 
Yon Sun, and this bright glory of the day, 
Which nightis haſting now to ſnatch away, 
Shall riſe anew more ſhining and more gay : 
But wretched we muſt harder meaſure find, 
Tie zrear'tt, the brav'it, the witti'ſt of mankind, 
When Dcath has once put our their light, in vain 
Ever expect the dawn of Lite again: 


In the dark Grave inſenſible they lie, 


Aud thcre ſlecpout endleſs Eternity. 
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There thou to ſilence ever art confin'd, 


While leſs deferving Swains are left behind : 
So pleaſe the Fates todcal with us below, 
They cull out thee, and letdull Mevisſgo : 
Mzvius ſtill lives ; ſtill let him live for me, 
He, and his Pipe ſhall ne'er my envy be: 
None cet that heard thy ſweet, thy Artful Tongue, 
Will grate their cars with his rough-untun'd Song. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe | 


With never fading Garlauds, never-dying Verſes 
A fierce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 
Snatch'd Bzo henice, and ſtop'd his hallow'd breath: 
A fatal damp put out that heav'nly fire, 
That facred heat which did his breaſt inſpire, 
Ah! what malignant ill could boaſt that pow'r, 
Which his ſweet vyoice's Magick could not cure? 
Ah eruelFate ! how could'ſt thou chuſe bur ſpare ? 
How could'ſt thou exerciſe thy rigour here £ 
Would thou hadſt thrown thy Dart at worthleſs me, 


And let this dear, this valued life go free : 
F 4 Better 
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Better ten thouſand meaner Swains had dy'd, 


Than this beſt work of Nature been deſtroy'd. 


Come all ye Muſes,, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Ah! would kind Death alike had ſent me hence ; 
But griet ſhall do the work, and fave its pains ; 
 Griet ſhall accompliſh my defired doom, 
And ſoon diſpatch me to Ely/frum - 


There, Bioz, would I be, there gladly know, 


How with thy voice thou charmſt the ſhades be- 
IOW, | 


Sing, Shepherd, ſing one of thy ſtrains divine, 
Such as may melt the fierce Elyjan Queen ; 
She once her teltwas pleas'd with cuneful ſtrains, 
And ſung, and danc'd on the S:cilian Plains :. | 
Fear not, thy Song ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 
Fear not, but "twill the pitying Goddeſs move : 
She once was won by Orpheus heay'nly Lays, 
And gave his fair Eurydice releaſe. 
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And thine as pow'rtul (queſtion nor, dear Swain) 
Shall bring thee back to rheſe glad Hills again. 


Evnl my elf, did I art all excel, 
Would try the utmoſt of my voice and skill, 
Would try ro/move the rigid King of Hell. 


—— 


The 
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The Lamentation for 


ADONTS. 
' Imiitated out of the Greek of Bion 
of Smyrna. 


— — 


PASTORAL 


Mourn Adonis, fair Adonis dead, 
I He's dead, and all that's lovely with him fled: 


Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 

The charming ſweet Adonis dead and gone: 
Riſe from thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcove, 
Throw off thy gay attire, great Queen of Love : 
Henceforth in ſad and mournful weeds appear, | 
And all the marks of orief, and ſorrow wear, 


And 
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And tear thy locks, and beat thy panting breaſt, 


Andcry, My dear Adonis is deceafe. 

I moutn Adonjs,: the ſoit Loves bemoan 

The gentle ſweet Adonis dead and gone. 
On thecold mountain lies the wretched Youth, 
Kill'd by a ſavage Boar's unpitying Tooth : 
In his white Thigh the fatal ſtroke is found, 
Nor whiter was that Tooth, that gave the wound : 
From the wide wound faſt flows the ſtreaming gore 
And ſtains that skin which was all ſnow before : 


His breath with quick ſhort tremblings comes and 
goes, 


And Death his fainting eyes begins to cloſe : 
From his pale lips the ruddy colour's fled, 
Fled, and has left his kiſſes cold and dead : 
Yet Yenxs never Will his kiſles leave, 

The Goddeſs ever to his lips will cleave : 

The kiſs of her dear Youth does pleaſe her ſtill; 
Bur her poor Youth does not the pleaſure feel : 
Dead he feels not her Love, feels not her Grief, 


Feels not her kiſs, which might evn life retrieve. 
| | 
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I mourn Adoxrs the fad Loves bemoan 


The comely fair Adonzs dead and gone. 


Deepin his Thigh, deep went the killing ſmart, 


But deeper far it goes in Venus heart ; 

His faithtul Dogs about the Mountain yell, 

And the hard Fate of theirdead Maſter tell : 

The troubled Nymphs alike in doleful ſtrains 
Proclaim his death through all the Fields and Plains : 
But the ſad Goddeſs, moſt of all forlorn, 

With Love diſtra&ted, and with Sorrow torn, 
Wild in her look, and ructul in her air, 

With Garments rent, and with diſhevel'd hair, 


Through Brakes, through Thickets, and through 
pathleſs ways, 


Through Woods, through Haunts, and Dens of 
Savages, | 


Undreſt, unſhod, careleſs of Honour, Fame, 
And Danger, flies, and calls on his lov'd name: 
Rude Brambles, as ſhe goes, her body tear, 
And her cut feet withbloud theſtones beſmear. 


She 
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She thoughrtleſs of the unfelt ſmart flies on, 


And fills the Woods and Valleys, with her moan, 

Loudly does on the Stars and Fates complain, 

And prays them give Adonis back again : 

Bat he, alas! the wretched Youth, alas! 

Lies cold and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: 

There lies he ſteep'd in gore, there lies he drown'd, 

In purple ſtreams, that guſh from his own wound: 
All the ſoft band of Loyes their Mother 


mourn, | 
Ar once of beauty, and of love forlorn. 
Venus has loſt her Lover, and each grace, 
That fate before in triumph in her face, 
By grict chas'd thence, has now forſook the place. | 
Thatday which ſnatch'd Adonzs from her arms, 
That day bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. 


The Woods and Trees in murmuring ſighs be- 
moan 


The fate ofher Admis dead and gone. 
The Rivcrs too, as if they would deplore 
His death, with grief ſwell higher than before : 


The 
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The Flowers weep in tears of dreary dew, | 
And by their drooping heads their ſorrow ſhew : 


Burt moſt the Cyprian Queen with ſhricks, and 
groans, 


Fills all the neighb'ring Hills, and Vales, and _ 
Towns : 


The poor Adonis dead ! is all her cry, _ 
Adonis dead ! fad Eccho does reply. 

Whatcrucl heart would not the Queen of Love 
To melting tears, and ſoft compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover fell,. . 
Saw his deep wound, faw it incurable? 
Soon as hereyes his bleeding wounds ſurvey'd, 
- With cager clips ſhe did his Limbs invade, 
And theſe ſoft, render, mournful things ſhe ſaid: 

«Whither, O whither fliſt thou; wretched Boy; 
« Stay my. Adopts, ftay my only joy, 
« Oſtay, unhappy Youth, art leaſt cillT 
& With one kind word beſpeak rhee, ere thou dic, 
_ & Till I once more embrace thee, till I ſeal | 
* Upon thy dying lips my laſt farewel, 


s Look 
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 « Look up one minute, give one parting kiſs, 


« One kiſs, dear Youth, to dry theſe flowing eyes: 
**Onc kiſs as thy laſt Legacy I'd fain 
* Preſerve, no God ſhall take it off again. 

« Kiſs, while I watch thy ſwimming eye-balls roul, 
« Watch thy laſt gaſp, andcatch thy ſpringing ſoul. 
« Fll fuck it in, Fil hoard it in my heart, 

« I with that ſacred Pledg will never part, 

* But thou wilt part, but thou art gone, far gona 
* To the dark ſhades, and leay'ſt me here alone. 

« Thou dy'ſt, but hopeleſs I muſt ſuffer life, 

« Muſt pine away with caſlcls cadleſs griet. 

'* Why was I born a Goddeſs why wasI 

« Made ſuch a wretch to want the pow'r todie? 

« If Iby death my ſorrows might redreſs, 

« If the cold Gravecould tomy pains give caſe, 

« F'd gladly dic, T'd rather nothing be 

& Than thus condemn'd to immortality : 

# In that vaſt empty void, and boundleſs waſt, 

* We mind not what's to come, nor what is paſt. 


« Of 
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« Of lite, or death we know no difference, 


« Nor hopes, nor fears atall afte& our ſenſe : 


& But thoſe who are of pleaſure once bereft, 
« And muſt ſurvive, are moſt unhappy lett : 
« To ravenous ſorrow they are left a prey, «: 
« Nor can they ever drive deſpair away. 
« Take, cruel Proſerpine, take my lov'd Boy, 
*« Rich with my ſpoils, do thou my loſs enjoy, 
« Take him relentleſs Goddeſs, for thy own, ' 
« Never till now waſt thou my envy grown. 
* Hard Fate! thatthus the beſt ofchings muſt be 
« Always the plunder of the Grave, and rhee: 
* The Grave, and thou now all my hopes _— 
« And I forever muſt Adonis loſe. 
« Thou'rt dead, alas !alas! my Yourh, thow'rt dead, 
* And with theeall my pleaſures roo are fled : 
* They're all like flecting vaniſh'd dreams paſs'd} 


oer,' | 
* And nought bur the remembrance left in ſtore. (|, 
* Of taſted joys neer to be taſted more : 
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« With thee my Ce/os, all my charms are gone, 


« Thy Yenu muſt thy abſence ever moan, 


«* And ſpend the tedious live-long nights alone. 


« Ah! heedleſs Boy, why would'ſt thou raſhly 
| chooſe 


* Thy ſelf to dang'rous pleafurcs to expoſe? 


* Why would'ſt thou hunt? why would ftchouany 
| more 


« Venture with Dogs to chaſe the foaming Boar ? 
{* Thou waſt all fair to mine, to humane eyes, 
* But not (alas!) to thoſe wild Savages. 


* One would have thought thy ſweetneſs might 
have charm'd 


« The rougheſt kind, the ficrceſt rage diſarm'd : 

« Mine {I amſure) it could; bur wo is thee! 

* All wear not eyes, all wear not breaſts like me. 
In ſuch ſad words the Dame her griet did vent, 


While the Wing'd Loves kept time with her com- 
Plaint : 


As many drops of Bloud as from the wound 
Of ſlain Adonis fell upon the ground, ge 


G So 
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So many tears, and more you might have told, 


That'downthe checks of weeping Yenw roul'd : 


Both tears, and bloud to new-born flow'rs give riſe, 


Hence Roſes ſpring, and thence Anemonies. 

Ceaſe, Yenus, in the Woods to mourn thy Love, 
Thou'ſt vented ſighs, thou'ſt laviſh'd tears enough: 
Sez, Goddeſs, where a glorious bed of State 


Does ready tor thy dear Adonis wait: 


This bed was once the Scene of Love, and Joy, 


Bur now muſt bear the wretched, murder'd Boy: 


There lies he, like a pale, and wither'd Flower, 


Which ſome rude hand had cropt before its hour : 


Yet ſmiles, and beauties {till live in his face, 


Which death can never frighten from their place. 


There [ct himlie upon that conſcious bed, 


Where you loves myſteries ſo oft have tricd : 
When you've enjoy'd ſo many an happy night, 
Each lengthen'd into ages of delight. 

There let him lie, there heaps of Flowers ſtrow, 


Roſes and Lillies ſtore upon him throw, 


And myrtle Garlands laviſhly beſtow : 


Pour 
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* Pour Myrrh, and Balm, and coſtlieſt Ointments on, 


Flowersare faded, Ointments worthleſs grown, 


Now thy Adonis, now thy Youth is gone, 
Who wasall ſweetneſles compriz'd in one. 
In purple wrapt, Adonis lies in ſtate, 


A Troop of mourning Loves about him wait : 


Each does ſome mark of their kind ſorrow ſhow, 


One breaks his Shafts, rother unſtrings his Bow, 


A third upon his Quiver wreaks his hatc, 
As the fad cauſes of his haſty fate : 


This plucks his bloudy garments off, that brings } 


Water in Veſſels from the neighb'ring Springs, 


Some waſh his Wound, ſome fan him with cheirl | 


Wings: , 
All equally their Mothers loſs bemoan, 
All moan for poor Adonzs dead and gone. 
Sad Hymen too the fatal loſs does mourn, 
His Tapers all to Funeral Tapers turn, 
And all his wither'd Nuprtial Garlands burn : 
His gay, and airy Songs are heard no more, 


But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs love deplore. 
Nor 


G 2 


g8 Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 

Nor do the Graces fail to bear a part 

With wretched Yenws in her pain and ſmart : 
The poor Adonis dead! by turns they cry, 

And ſtrive in grief the Goddeſs to out-vie. 

The Muſes too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 

The hapleſs Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 

But allin vain 5 ——— ah! numbers are roo weak 
Tocall the loſt, the dead Adonzs back: 


Not all the pow'rs of Verſe, or charms of Love 


The deaf remorſleſs Proſerpine can move. 
Ceale then, ſad Queen of Love, thy plaints give 


ocr, 
Till the next year reſerve thy griet in ſtore : 
Reſerve thy Sighs, and Tears ig ſtore till then, 


Thenthou muſt ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen. 
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FROE _ -- — 


Ver.l. | 


And does in watry limits Babylon confine, 


FT. 


Ar from our pleaſant native Paleſtine, 


Where great Euphrates witha mighty 
current flows, 


Curs'd Babylon ! the cauſe,and author of our woes; 
There on the Rivers ſide 
Sate wretched, Captive we, 
And in ſad Tears bewail'd our miſery. 


Tears, whoſe vaſt ſtore increas'd the neighb'ring 
Tide : 


We wept, and ſtrair our grief before us brought 
A thouſand diſtant Qbye&s to our thought, 

As oft as we ſurvey'd the gliding Stream, 

Lov'd Jordan did our ſad remembrance claim : 
Asoft as we th' adjoyning City yiew'd, 


Dear Sons razed Walls our Grief renew'd : 
G 3 We 
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We thought on all the Pleaſures of our happy Land, 


Late raviſh'd by a cruel Conqu'rour's hand : 
We rhought on every pitcous,cvery mournful thing, 
That might acceſs to our enlarged forrows bring ; 
2. Dcep ſilence told the greatneſs of our Grief, 
Of Griet too great by Vent to find relief : 
Our Harps as mute and dumb, as we, 
Hung uſeleſs, and negleted by, 


And now and then a broken String would lend a 
ſigh, - 


As if with us they telt a ſympathy, 
And mourn'd their own, and our Captivity : 
The gentle River too, as if compaſſionate grown, 
As 'twould its Natives cruelty attone, | 
As it paſsd by, in murmurs gave a pitying Groan. 
2. 


3- There the proud Conquerors j who gave us 
Chains, 


Who allour ſuff"rings and misfortunes gave, 


Did with rude Inſolence our Sogrows brave, 
And with inſulting Raillery thuFmock'd our Pains: 


Play 
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Play us (faid they) ſome brisk, and airy ſtrain, 


Such as your Anceſtors were wont to hear 
Oz Shilo's pleaſant Plain, 
Where all the Virgins met in Dances once a year : 
Or one of thoſe, 
Which your illuſtrious David did compoſe, 
While he filPd Iſrael's happy Throne, 
Great Soldier, Poet, and Muſician, all inone : 
Oft (have we heard) he went with Harp in hand, 
Captain of all th' harmonious Band, 
And vanquiſt'd all the Choir with's fingle Skill alone : 


4. Forbid it Heav'n! forbid thou great rhricc-hal- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns defame, 
Or them with impious cars profane. 
No, no, inhumane ſlaves, is this a time 
(Oh cruel, and prepoſterous demand !) 
When every Joy, and every Smile's acrime, 
A Treaſon to our poor unhappy native Land 2 
Is this a time for ſprightly Airs, 
When every look the Badg of ſorrow wears, 
G 4 And 
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s ; And Livery of our Milcries, 
Sad miſcriesthar call for all our Breath in ſighs, 
\ And all che Tribute of our eyes, Y 


And moiſture of our Veins our very bloud in tears? 


When nought can claim our Thoughts, Jeruſalem, 
bur thou, 


Nought, but thy (: fad Deſtcuction, Fall, and Over- 
, throw 2 
3 
{ 
3+ 
Oh deareſt Ciry! late our Nations juſteſt 

Pride! 
Envy ofall the wond'ring world beſide! 


Oh ſacred Temple, once th' Almighty's bleſs'd 
abode, 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God ! 
Shall ever diſtant time, or Place | 
Your firm Ideas from my Soul detace ? 
. Shall they nor ſtill take up my Breaſt 
_As long as that, and Life, and I ſhall laſt F 


Grant 


Paraphraſe upon the i 37. Pſalm. I03 


Grant Heav'n (nor ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe 
withſtand) 


That this my learned, skilful hand 


(Which now o'er all the tuneful ſtrings can boaſt 
command, 


Which does as quick,as ready,and unerring prove, 

Asnature, when it would its joynts or fingers move) 
Grant it forget its Art and feeling r00, 

Whenl forget to think, to wiſh, to pray for you : 

6. For ever tied with Dumbneſs be my tongue, 


When it ſpeaks ought that ſhall not co your Praiſe 
belong, 


[t chat be not the conſtant Subjc&t of my Mule, and 


Song. 
F * 
TW; 
7. Remember, Heav'n, remember Zdom on that 
day, 


And with like ſufferings theie ſpight repay, 


Who. made .our Miſeries their cruel Mirth and. 
Scorn, 


Who laugh'd to ſec our flaming City burn, 
And wiſh'd it might to Aſhes turn: 


Raze, 
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Haze, raze it ( was their curſed cry) 
Raze all its ſtately Struftures down, 
And lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 


ground, 
T1! Sion buried in his diſmal Ruines lie, 
Forgot alike its Place, its Name, and Memory. 


8. And thou proud Babylon! juſt Obje& of our 
Hate, 


Thou coo ſhalt feel the fad reverſe of Fate, 
Tho thou art now exalted high, 
And with thy lofty head o'ertop'ſt the Sky, 
As if thou wouldſ{t the Pow'rs above defie ; 
Thou (if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will) prove 


juſt, 


if my Prophetitk Grief can ought foreſee) 
Ere long ſhalt lay that lotty h&d in duſt, 
And bluſh in Bloud for all thy prefent Cruelty : 


How loudly then ſhall we retort theſe bitter 
Taunts ! 


How gladly to the Mufick of thy Fetters dance 


Paraphraſe upon the 137. Pſalm, 105 


I. 


A day will come (oh mightLIſee't!) ere long 
That ſhall revenge our mighty wrong . 
Then bleſs'd, for ever bleſs'd be he 
Whoever ſhall rerurn't on thee, 
And prave it deep, and pay't with bloudy Ulury : 
May neither aged Groans, nor Infants Cries, 


Nor pitious Mothers Tears, nor raviſh'd Virgins 
Sighs, 


Soften thy unrelenting Enemies, 

Let them as thou to us inexorable prove, 
Nor Age nor Sex their deaf Compaſſion move ; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 

And all thou durſt attempt within our Siovs Wall, 
May'ſt thou endure, and more, till joyful we 

Confeſs thy ſelf out-done in artful cruelty. 
Bleſs'd,yca,thrice bleſſed be that barbarous Hand 
(Oh grief, that Tſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tears out Infants from their Mothers 
Womb, 


And hurls them yer unborn unto their Tomb : 
Blefs'd 
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Bleſs'd he who plucks them from their Parents 
_ Arms, 


Thar Sanctuary from all common harms, 


Who with their Skulls, and Bones ſhall pave thy 
Streets all o'er, 


And fill thy glutred Channels with their ſcatter'd 
Brains and Gore. 
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I. 

fo Thee, OGod, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 

To Thee we Thy great Name re- 
hearſe : 

We are thy Vaſſals, and this humbleTribuce bring 


To thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


Acknowledg'd Sole and Sovereign Monarch of the 
Univerſe. 


All parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Eternal Father, thy Almighty power : 


The Skies, and Stars, Fire, Air, and Earth, and 
Sea, 


With all their numerous nameleſs Progeny 


Con- 
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Confeſs, and their duc Homage pay to thee ; 


For why 2 thou ſpak'ſt the Word, and mad'{t them 
all trom Nothing be. 


/ To thee all Angels, all chy glorious Court on 
high, * 


Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatſoever Spirits be 
Ot leſſer Honour, leſs Degree; 
| To Theein heav'nly Lays 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praiſe : 
Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 
| This is their bugneſs, this their ſole employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long and bleſt Eternity. 
2, 


Farther than Natures utmoſt ſhoars and limits 
ſtretch 


The ſtreams of thy unboundedGlory reach ; 
Beyond the ſtraits of ſcanty Time, and Place, 


Beyond the ebbs and flows of matter's narrow 
' Seas 


They reach, and fill the Occan of Eternity and 
Space, 


In- 
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Infus'd like ſome vaſt mighty ſoul, 
Thou do'ſt inform and aCtuate this ſpacious whole : 


Thy. unſeen hand does the well-joynted Frame ſu- 
{tain, 


Which elſe would to its primitive Jyrhing ſhrink 
again. 


But moſt thou do'ſt thy Majeſty diſplay 

In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 

There is thy reſidence, there do'ſt thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre fit, 

There ſhine in Robes of pure refined Light ; 
Where Sun's coarſe Rays are bur a Foil and Stain, 


And refuſe Stars the ſweepings of thy plorious 
Train. 


3» 
There all thy Family of menial Saints, 
Huge Colonies of blefsd Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countleſs Apes has tranſplan- 
ted hence, 


Now on thy Throne for eyer wait, 
And fill the large Retinue ofthy heav'nly State. 


There 
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There reverend Prophets ſtand, a pompous Long y 


Show, _ 
Ofold thy Envoys extraordinary here, 


Who brought thy" ſacred Enbaflies of Peace and 
War, | 


That to th'* obedient, this the rebel world below. 


By themthe mighty Twelve have their abode, 


| Companions once of the Incarnate ſuff 'ring God, 


Partakers now of all his Triumphs there, 

As they on carth did in his Miſcries ſhare. 

Of Martyrs next acrown'd and glorious Choire, 
I[luſtrious Heroes, who have gain'd 


Through dangers, and Red Seas of Bloud, the Pro- 
mis'd Land, 


And paſs'd through Ocdeal Flames to the Eternity 
in Fire. 
There all make up the Conſort of thy Praile, 
To Thee they ſing (and never ceaſe) 
Loud Hymns, and Hallelujah's of Applauſe: 


An —— does the Senſe and Strains com- 
Pore, 


Hymn of $. Ambroſe. It - 
Senſe far above the reach of mortal Verle, 


Strains far above the reach of mortal cars, 
And all, a Muſe unglorified can fancy, or rehearle. 


4. 
Nor is this Conſort only kept aboye, 
Nor is it to the Bleſs'd alone confin'd o 
But Earth, and all thy Faichtful here are joyn'd, 
And ſtrive to vie with them in Duty and in Love : 


And, tho they cannot equal Notes and Meaſures 
raiſe, 


Strive to return th' imperfect Ecchoes of thy Praiſe. 


They through all Nations own thy gloriaus 
Name, 


And every where the great Three-One proclaim, 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind, whom Thou didſt make, 
Redeem, 


Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd, true, only Son 
To man debas'd. ro reſcue Man undone: 


H " And 
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| And Thee, Eternal, Holy Power, 
Who do'ſt' by Grace exalted Man reſtore 


Toall, heloſt by the old Fall, and Sin before : 


You blels'd and glorious Trinity, 


Riddle to battled Knowledg and Philofophy, 


Which cannot comprehend the mighty Myſtery! 
Ot numicrous One, and the unnumber'd. Three 

Vaſt topleſs Pile of Wonders ! at whake fight. - 
Reaſon it ſelf turns giddy with the height, 
Above the flutr'ring pitch of humane Wit, 


Andall, but the ſtrong wings of Faith, that —_— O 
towring flight. 


Je | 
Bleſs'd Jeſu ! how ſhall we enough adore, 


Or thy unbounded Love, or thy -unbounded 
pow'r ? 


Thou art the Prince of Hecav'n, thou art the Al- 
mighty s Heir, 


Thou art th' Erernal Ofi-ſpring of th' Eternal Sire : 
Hail thou the Worlds Redeemer ! whom to free 


From bonds of Death and endleſs miſery, 


Tiwu 
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Thou thought ic no — of < 
Inhabiter to low mortality : RP 
Th' Almighty thought it no diſdain : 
To dwell ifithe pure Virgins ſpotlels Woinb, 


There did the boundleſs Godhead, and whole 
Heav'n find room, 


Ang aſmall point the Circle of Infinity contain. - 
Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good ! 
 Whodidit actone us with thy Bloud, 
_ Thy ſelf cheOffering, Altar, Prieſt, and God :- 
| Thy felfgidſt die to beour glorious Bail - 
From Death's Arreſts,and the eternal Flaminy Jail : 
Thy ſelf thou gav'ſt th' ineſtimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redeemour — 'dHeav'n and 
Happineſs, 


Thither, when thy great Work on Earth had 


end, 


When Death it ſelf was ſlain and dead, 
And Hell with all its Powers captive led, 


. Thou didſt again triumphantly Aſcend : 


H 2 There 
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There do'ſt Thou now by Thy great Father ſit on 
high, 


With equal Glory, equal Majeſty, 


Joynt-Ruler of the everlaſting Monarchy. 


6.. 


Again from thence thou ſhalt with greater triumph 
come, 


When the laſt Trumpet ſounds rhe general 
Doom: 


And (lo!) thou comſt, and (lo! ) the direful ſound 


does make 
Through Deaths wide Realm Mortality awake 
And (lo) they all appear 
Ar Thy Dread Bar, 
And all receive th' unalterable Sentence there. 
Afﬀeighted Nature trembles at the diſmal Day, 


And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : 


Both that, and Time breath out their laſt, and now 
they die, 


And now are ſwallow'd up and loſt jn vaſt Eternity, 
” 3 


Mercy, 
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Mercy, O mercy, angry God ! 


Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, too fierce to be with- 


ood, 
And quench it with the Deluge of thy Bloud ; 
Thy precious Bloud which was ſo freely ſpilt 
To waſh us from the ſtains of Sin and Guilt : 
O write us with it in the Book of Fate 
Amongſt thy Choſen, and Predeſtinate, 


Free Denizens of Heay'n, of the Immortal State. 


7. 
Guide us, O Saviour! guide thy Church below, 


Both Way, and Star, Compaſs, and Pilot Thou; 
Do thou this frail and tott'ring Veſlel ſtcer 


Through Lite's tempeſtuous Occan here, 
Through all the toſſing Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe under Thee we ſhall to the wiſh'd Haven move; 
And reach the undiſcover'd Lands of Bliſs above. 
Thus low (bchold !) ro thy great Name we bow, 
And thus we ever wiſh to grow : 


Hz Con: 
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_ Conſtant, as Time does thy fix'd Laws obey, 


To Thee our Worſhip and our Thanks we pay : 
Witch theſe we wakethe cheartul Light, 
With theſe we Sleep, and Reſt invite; 


- And thus weſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend 
our Days, 


And never ceaſe to Sing, and never ccaſe to Praile. 
8, 


While thus cach Breaſt, and Mouth, and 
Ear 


Are filled with thy Praiſe, and Love, and Fear, 
Ler never Sin get room, or entrance there : 


Vouchſafe, O Lord, through this and all our 
days 


Toguard us with Thy pow'rtul Grace : 
Within our hearts letno uſurping Luſt be found, 
No rebel Paſſion tumulr raiſc, 
To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 
But ſet thy Watch of Angels on the Place, 
And keep the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 


ground. 


Ever, 
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Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 


Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne'er want Thy Favour, Bounty, Liberality, 
| - Butler them ever on us be, - 
_ Conſtant as our own Hope and Truſt on Thee: 
On Thee weall our Hope and Truſt repoſe ; 
O never leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 
We'll fear no Danger, Death, nor Miſery 
Fearleſs wethus will ſtand a falling world 
Wirth cruſhing Ruins all about us hurl'd, 


And face wide gaping Hell, and all its ſlighted 
Pow'rs defie. 
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A Letter from the Country to a Friend 
in] own, grumg an Account of the. 
Author's Inclinations to POETRY. 


NY CO On 


—_ _—_— 
h— —_— 


Written in July, 1678. 


Sto that Poet (if ſo great a one, as he, 


May ſuffer incompariſon with me) 
When heretofore in Scythian exile pent, 

To which heto ungrateful Rome was ſent. 
It a kind Paper from his Country came, 


And- wore ſubſcrib'd ſome known, and faithful 
Name ; 


| That like a pow'rful Cordial, did infuſe 
New life into his ſpeechleſs gaſping Mule, 
And ſtrait his Genius, which before did ſeem 
Bound up in Ice, and frozen as the Clime, 
By its warm force, and friendly influence thaw'd, 


Diſlolv'd apace, and in ſoft numbers flow'd : 
" Such 
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Such welcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had 


Wic: me ſhut up in cloſe conſtraint as bad : h 
Not eager Lovers, held in long ſuſpence, 
With warmer Joy, and a more tender ſenſe, 
Meet thoſe kind Lines, which all their wiſhes bleſs; 
And Sign, and Seal deliver'd Happineſs : 
My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 
They over-run each other inthe crowd: 
To you with haſty flight they take their way, 
And hardly for the dreſs of words will ſtay. 

Yet pardon, if this only fault I find, 
That while you praiſe too much, you are leſs kind: 
Conſider, Sir, *tis ill and dang'rous thus 
To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 
' Praiſe, the fine Dict, which we're apt to love, 
If given to exceſs, does hurtful prove : 
Where it does weak, diſtemper'd Stomachs meet, 
That ſurfeirs, which ſhould nouriſhment create. 
Your rich Perfumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 
Their ſweernels overcomes, and palls my ſenſe; 


On 
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On my weak head you heap ſo many Bays, 


I fink beneath 'em, quite oppreſs'd with Praiſe, 

And a reſembling tate with him receive, 

Who in too kind a triumph found his Grave, 

Smother'd with Garlands,which Applauders gave, 
To you theſe Praiſes juſtlier all belong, 

By alienating which, your ſelf you wrong : 

Whom better can ſuch commendations fit 

Than you, who ſo well teach and practiſe Wit ? 


Verle, the great boaſt ofdrudging Fools, from ſome, 
Nay moſt of Scriblers, with much ſtraining come : 
'They void *em dribling, and in pain they write, 
As if they had a Strangury of Wit: 

' Your Pen uncall'd they readily obey, 

And ſcorn your Ink ſhould flow fo faſt as they: 
Each ſtrain of yours ſo caſie does appear, 

Each ſuch a graceful negligence does wear, 

As ſhews you have none, and yet want no care. 
None of your ſerious pains or time they coſt, 
But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt : 


It 
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If ſuch the fruirs of your looſe leifure be, 
Your. careleſs minutes yield fuch Poetry; 
We gueſs what proofs your Genius would.impart, 
Did it employ you, as itdoes divert : | 
But happy you; more prudent, and more wiſe, 
With better aims have fix'd your noble choice. 
While filly Tall thriving Arts refuſe, F 
And allmmy hopes, and all my vigour loſe, 
In ſervice on that worſt of Jilts, a Muſe, 
For gainful buſineſs court ignoble caſe, 
And in gay Trifles waſt my ill-fpent days. 

Little I chought, my deareſt Friend, that you 
Would thus contribute ro my Ruin roo : 
Oer-run with filchy Poetry, and Rhyme, 
The preſent reigning evil ofthe time, 
I lack'd, and (well I did my ſelf aſſure) 
* From your kind hand I ſhould receive a cure : 
When (lo!) inſtead of healing Remedies, w- 
You cheriſh, and encourage the Diſeaſe : 
| Inhumane you help the Diſtewper on, 


Which was before but too inveterate grown: N 
* , 
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As a kind looker on, who int'reſt ſhares, 


Tho not in's ſtake, yet in his hopes and fears, 
Would to his Friend a puſhing Gameſter do, 
Recall his Elbow when he haſtes to throw ; 

Such a wiſe courſe you ſhould have took with me, 


Araſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry. 
Poets are Cullies, whom Rook Fame draws in, . - 


And wheadles with deluding hopes to win: 

But, when they hit, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 

They ſcarce come off with a bare ſaving ſhare. 
Ofc (I remember) did wiſe Friendsdiſfuade, 

And bid me quit thetrifling barren Trade. 

Oft have I tried (Heay'n knows) to mortifie 

This vile, and wicked luſt of Poetry : 

Bur ſtill unconquer'd it remains within, 

Fix'd asan Habit, or ſome darling Sin. 

In vainlI better ſtudies there would ſaw, 

Often Tvetried, but none will thrive, or grow : 

All my beſt thoughts, when I'd moſt ſerious be, 


Are never from its foul infection free : 


Nay 
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Nay (God forgive me) when fay my Prayers, 


| ſcarce ean help polluting them with Verte : 

That fabulous Wretch of old revers'd I ſeem, 

Who turn whate'er I rouch to Drofs and Rhyme. 
Otr to divert the wild Caprice, I try 

If Sovereign Wiſdom and Philoſophy 


v _ 


Rightly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strait the great Stagyrite I take in hand, 

Seck Nature, and my Self ro underſtand: 

Much IrefleCt on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 

And much my low, and groveling aims condemn, 
And quarrel, that my ill-pack.'d Fate ſhould be 
This vain, this worthleſs thing call'd Poetry : 

Burt when I find this unregarded Toy 

Could his important Thoughts, and Pains imploy, 
By reading there Iam but more undone, 

And meet that danger, which I went to ſhun. 

Olt when ill Humour, Shagrin, Diſcontent 

Give leiſure my wild Follies to reſent, 

[ thus againſt my ſelf my Paſſion vent. D] 


Enough 
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« Enough, . mad rhyming Sort, enough for ſhame, ' 


« Give o'&., and all thy Quills co Tooth-picks 
Damn ; 


« Didſt ever thou the Altar rob, or worſe, 

_« Kill rhePrieſt there, and Maids receiving force 25 
« What elſe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe ? 

* The greateſt Curſe, [ can, I wiſhon him, 

« (If there be any greater than to rhyrhe) 

* Who firſt did of the lewd invention think, 


« Firſt made two lines with ſounds relembling 
clink, PEE | 


« And, ſwerving from the cafie paths of Proſe, 

 « Fetters, and Chains did on free Senſe impoſe: 

« Curs'd+00 be all the fois, 'who ſincehave 'went 
« Miſled in ſteps of that illPrefident: - - | 
« Want: be entail'd their t6t-:- —h& 6nT po; + 
Wreaking my Spight on all the jingling/Crew : © - 
Scarce the beloved Cowley (capes, thoT | 
Might ſooner my own curſes fear, than he: 
And thus reſolv'd againſt the fcribling'yein, 

I deeply ſwear never to write again. ** * 


But 
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But when bad Company and Wine conſpice. | 


To kindle, and- renew the fooliſh Fire, * - - : 
Straitways relaps'd, I feel the raving fic. ;;; + 
Return, and ſtrait I all my Qaths torget: :: 

The Spirit, which I thought caſt out belore, 
Enters again with ſtronger force, and power,': !_-; 


Worle than at firſt, and tyrannjzes more. 

No ſobeg,good advice will then prevail, 

Nor from the raging Frenzy me recal: | 
Cool Reaſon's dictates me no more can move -- , 
Than men inDriok, in Bedlam, or in Loyez _ -- 
Deaf to all means which might moſt proper ſeems 
Towards my:cure,, I run ſtark mad in Rhyme ;, ..;\ 
A fad poor haunted, Wretch, whom nothing (6: - 
Than Prayers.ofche Church can diſpoſſeb.  ; . 1 

Sometimos, aftcy a tedious day halt ſpent,” 


—_ 


i 


When Fancy, long has hunted on-cold Scent, , » 
Tird in the dull, and fruirleſs chaſe of Thought, - 
Deſpairing I grow: weary, and give out : 

As a dry Lecher pump'd of all my ſtore, 


f 
. $ Top 


I loath the thing, *cauſe I can do't no more : N 
ut 
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But, when-I once begin to find again, 


Recruits of matter in my pregnant Brain, 

Again more cagerl the hauat purſue, 

And with freſh vigour the lov'd ſport renew : 

Tickled with ſome ſtrange pleaſure, which1 find, 

And think a ſecreſie to all mankind, 

I pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, falſe delighr, 

And count none happy, bur the Fops that write. 
'Tis endleſs, Sir, to tell the many ways, 

Wherein my poor deluded ſelfT pleaſe: -- 

How, when the Fancy lab'ring for a Birth, 

With unfelt Throws brings its rude iſſue forth : 

How after, when im perfedt ſhapeleſs Thought 

Is by the Judgment into Faſhion wrought. 

When ar firſt ſearch I traverſe o'er my mind, 


Nought but adark, and empty Void I find: 


Some little hints at-length4like ſparks,break thence, 


And glimm'ring Thoughts juſt dawning into ſenſe : 


Confus'd a while the mixt Idea's lie, 


Wich nought of mark to bediſcover'd by, 
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Like colours undiſtinguiſh'd inthe night, 


Till the dusk Images, mov'd to the light, 

Teach the diſcerning Faculty to chuſe, 

Which it had beit adopt, and which refuſe. 

Here rougher ſtrokes, touch'd with a careleſs daſh, 

Reſemble the firſt ſetting of a Face: 

There finiſh'd draughts in form more full appear, 

And to their juſtneſs ask no further care. 

Mean while with inward joy I proud am grown, 

"To fee the work ſucceſsfully go on: 

And prize my ſelf in a creating power clan 

That could make ſomething, what was nought be- 
Sometimes a ſtift, unwieldy thought I meer, 

Which to my Laws will ſcarce be made ſubmit : 

But, when, after expence of Pains and Time, 

'Tis manag'd well, and taught to yoke in Rhyme, 

[ triumph more, than joyful Warriours wou'd, © 

Had they ſome ſtout, and hardy Foe ſubdu'd : 

And idly think, leſs goes to their Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops in well-placd order 
ſtand, 


Than 
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Than to the condu& of my words, when they 


March in due ranks, are ſet in juſt array. 


Sometimes on wings of Thought I ſeem onY 
high, 
As men in ſleep, though motionleſs they lie, 


| Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mountand fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanted Wand beiride, 
And think they through the airy Regions ride, ; 
Where Fancy is both Traveller, Way, and Guide: 
Then ſtrait I grow a ſtrange exalted thing, 
And equal in conceit, at leaſt a King : 
As the poor Drunkard; when Wine ſtums his brains, 
Anointed with that Liquor, thinks he reigns. 
_ Bewiich'd by theſe Deluſions *ris I write, 
(ine Tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in ſpight) 
And when I'm in the freakiſh Trance, which I 
Fond filly Wretch, miſtake for Ecſtaſic, 
I find all former Reſolutions vain, 
And thus recant them, and make new again, 
* What was, I raſhly vow'd 2 ſhall ever] 
*« Quit my beloved Miſtris, Poetry ? 
| | | &« Thou 


« Thou ſweet beguiler of my lonely hours; 


* Which thus glide unperceiv'd with filent coutſe: 
« Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd do'ſt keep 
& My Breaſt, and charm intruding Care aſlcep : 


« They ſay, thou'rt poor, and unendow'd, what 
tho ? 


« For thee I this vain, worthleſs World forgo 

« Let Wealth, and Honour be for Fortunes Slaves; 

« The Alms of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves: 

© 'To me theu art, whatc'cr th' ambirious crave; 

« And all that greedy Miſers want, or have : 

« In Youth, or Age, in Trayel, or at Home, 

« cere, or in Town, at Loydox, or at Rome,, 

* Rich, or a Beggar, free, or in the Fleet, 

* Whate'er my Fate is, 'tis my Fate to write. 
Thus I have made my ſhritted Muſe confeſs, 

Her ſecret Feebleſs, and her Weakneſles : 

All her hid Faults ſhe ſets expos'd to view; 

And hopes a gentle Conteſlor in you : 
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She hopes an eafie pardon for her fin, 


Since 'tis but what ſhe is not wilful in, 

Nor yet has ſcandalous nor open been. 

Try if your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim 

The heedleſs wanton from her Guilt and Shame: 

At leaſt be not ungenerous to reproach 

That wretched frailty,which you'vehelp'd debauch, 
"Tis now high time to end, for fear I grow 

More tedious than old Doaters, when they woo, 

Than travell'd Fops,when far-fetch'd lies they prate, 

Or flatt'ring Poers, when they dedicate. 

No dull forgiveneſs preſume to crave, 

Nor vainly for my-tireſom length ask leave: 

LeſtI, as often formal Coxcombs uſe, 

Prolong that very fault, I would excuſe: 

May this the ſame kind welcomayfind with you, 

As yours did here, 'and ever ſhall; Adicu. 


Upon 
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w—_—— 


-”— —— 


Upona PRINTER that expoſed bing 
by Printing a Piece of bis grofly 
Mangled, and Faulty. 


Ull, and unthinking ! hadſtthou none but me 
To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy 2 
Had I ſome came and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Mule to Love, and Softneſs did incline, 
Some {mall adventurer in Song, that whines 
Chloris and Phyllis out in charming Lines, 
Fit to divert mine Hoſteſs, and miſlead 
The Heart of ſome poor tawdry Waiting-Maid ; 
Perhaps I might have then forgiven thee, 
And thou hadſt ſcap'd from my Reſentments free. 
ButI whom Spleen, and manly Rageinſpire, 
Brook no Afﬀront, at each Offence take fire : 
Born to chaſtife the Vices of the Ape, 
Which Pulpits dare nor, nor the very Stage: 
Sworn to laſh Knaves of all degrees, and fpare 
None of the kind, however great they are: 
Satyr's my only Province, and Delight, 
For whole dear fake alone I've vow'd ro write: 
For this I ſeck occaſions, court Abuſle, 
To ſhew my Parts; and fignalize my Muſe : 
Fond of a Quarrel, as young Bullies are 
To make their Mettle, and their Skill appear : 
And cid(t thou think I would a wrong acquit, 
Thar touch'd my tender'ſt part of Honour, Wit 2 
No, 
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No, Villain, may my Sins ne'cr pardon'd be 
By Heav'n it ſelf, if c'er I pardon thee. 
Members from breach of Privilege deter 
By threatning 7opham and a Meſſenger : 
Scroggs, and the Brothers of the Coif oppoſe, 
By force and dint of Starutes, and the Laws: 
Strumpets of B/lingſgate redreſs their Wrongs 
By the ſole noiſe, and toulneſs of their Tongues : 
And Igo always arm'd for my defence, 
To puniſh, and revenge an Inſolence. 
I wear my Pen, as others do their Sword, 
Tq each aftronting Sor, Imeet, the Word 
Is Satisfattion : ſtrait to Thruſts I go, 
And pointed Satyr runs him through and through. 
Perhaps thou hop'dſt that thy obſurity 
Should be thy Safeguard, and ſecure thee free. 
No, Wretch, I mean from thence to fetch thee our, 
Like fentenc'd Felons, to be drag'd abour :\ 
Torn, mangled, . and expos'd to Scorn, and Shame, 
I mean to hang, and Gibber upthy Name. 
If thou to live in Satyr ſo much thirſt, | 
Enjoy thy Wiſh, and Fame, till Envy burſt, c 
Renown'd, as he, whom baniſh'd Ovid curlt : 
Or he, whom old Archilochus fo ſtung 
In Verſe, that he for ſhame, and madneſs hung : 
Deathleſs in Infamy, do thou fo live, * 
And let my Rage, like his, to Haltars drive. 
Thou thought'ſt perhaps my Gall was ſpent and 
gone, 
My Venom drain'd, and I a ſtingleſs Drone : 
Thou _— had no Curſes left in ſtore ; 
But to thy ſorrow know, and find I've more, 
More 
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More, and more dreadful yet, able to ſcare, 

Like Hell, and urge to Daggers, and Deſpair : 

Such thou ſhalt feel, are ſtill reſerv'd by me, 

To vex and force thee to thy Deſtiny : 

Since thou haſt brav'd my Vengeance thus; prepare, 

And tremble from my Pen thy Doom to hear. 

Thou, who with ſpurious Nonſenſe durſt pro- 
fanc | 

The genuine iſſue of a Poets Brain, | 

May'it thou hereafter never deal in Verſe, 

But what hoarſe Bell-men in their Walks char 

Or Smithfield Audience ſung on Crickets hears : 

May'ſt thou print Z——, or ſome duller Aſs, 

Fordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibrafſs : 

Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 

Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuifing pay : 

May you each other Curſe ; thy felt undone, 

And he the Laughing-ſtock of all the Town, 
 May'ſt thou neer riſe to Hiſtory, but what 


Poor Grubſtreet Penny Chronicles relate, 

Memoirs of 7yburn, and the mourntul State 

Ot Cut-purſes in Ho/born Cayalcade, 

Till thou thy ſelf be the ſame Subye&t made. 

Compell'd by want, may'ſ{trhou Print Popery, 

For which be the Carts Arſe, and Pillory, C 

Turnips, and rotten Eggs thy deſtiny. 

Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier, 

Till thou daub'd o'er with loathſom filth, appear 

Like Brat of ſome vile Drab in Privy found, 

Which there has lain three Months in Ocdure 
drown'd, 
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The Plague of Poets, Rags, and Poverty, 
Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and Serjcants light on thee z 
. . Forothers bound, may'it thou to Durance go, 
Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoo : 
And may'ſt thou never from the Goal get free, 
Till rhou ſwear out thy ſelf by Perjury : 
Forlorn, abandon'd, pitileſs, and poor, 
As a pawn'd Cully, or a mortgag'd Whore, 
May'ſt thou an Haltar want for thy Redrels, 


Forc'd to ſteal Hemp to end thy milcries, 

And damn thy felt ro balk the Hangman's Fees. 
And may no faucy Fool have better Fare 
That darespull down the Vengeance of my Hate. 
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a peared re 
Advertiſement. 


"HE Author of the following, Pieces 

- muſt be exculed for their being hud- 
| Jed our fo confliſedly. They. are-Primed 
juft as he finiſhed them off, and ſomethings 
there are which he deſign'd not ever to ex- 
poſe, but was fainto do it, to keep the Preſs 
at work, when it was once ſet a going. If 
it be their Fate to periſh, and go the way of 
all mortal Rhirhes, 'tis no great matter in 
what method they have been plac'd, no 
more than whether Ode, Elegy, or Satyr have 
the honor of Wiping firſt. Burif they, and 
what he has formerly made Publick, be fo 
happy as tolive, and come forth in an Edi- 
tion all rogether ; perhaps he may then think 
them worth the ſorting in better Order. By 
that 5 belike he means to have ready a 
very Sparkiſh Dedication, if he can but ger 
himſelf known to ſome Great Man, that 


A 3 will 


» Advertiſemait. © 

will give a good pa#el of Guinnies for be- 
ing handſomly flatter'd. Then likewiſe the 
Reader ( for his farther comfort) may ex-, 
pect to fee him appear with all the Pomp 
and Trappings of an Author; his Head in 
the Front very finely. cut, together ,vyith 
the Year 'of his Age, Commendatory Ver- 
ſes in abundance, and all ghe Hands.of the 
Potts' ot Quorum to confirm his Book, and 
pals it for Authentick. This at preſent is 
content to come abroad naked, Undedica- 
.ted, and Unprefac'd, without one (kind 
Word to ſhelter it from Cenfure ; and fo 
ler the Criticks take it amongſt them. 
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Monſieur £ 0 IL EAV, 
| Imirated, 
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Written in Oftaher, 1682, 


—_— — 


— —— LAS f ha 
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The POET Laing: bimſelf ; in, as diſcourſing with a 
Dottor of the Univerſity upon the Subject enſuing, 


F all the Creatures in the world that be, 


Beaſt, Eiſh, or Fowl, thar go, or ſwim, or fly 
Throughout the Globe from London to Japan, 
The arraneſt Fool i in my opinion's Man. 
What 2 (frair I'm taken up) an Ant, a Fl hb, 
A tiny Mite, which we can hard! ly ſee 
B Withoys 
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Without a Perſpetive, a filly Aſs, 
Or freakiſh Ape? Dare you affirm, that theſe 

Have greater ſenſe than Man 2 Ay, queſtionleſs. | 
Dottor, I find you're ſhock'd at this diſcourſe: 
Man is ( you cry ) Lord of the Univerſe 3 

For him wag this fair frame of Nature made, 

And all the Creatures for his uſe, and aid : 

To him alone of all the living kind; 

Fas bounteows Heav'n the reas ning gift afſign'd. 


True Sir, that Reaſon ever was his lot, 
But thence I argue Man the greater Sor. 

This idle talk, ( you ſay ) and rambling ſtuff 
May paſs in Satyr, and take well enough 
With Sceptick Fools, who are diſpos'dto jeer 
At ſerious things : but you muſt make't appear 
By ſolid proof. Believe me, Sir, I'll do't : 
Take you the Desk, and let's diſpute it our: 
Then by your favour, tell me firſt of all, 
What 'ris, which you grave DoCtors Wiſdom call? 
| | F 


Monfieur Boileau, zmitated. 2 

You anſwer : *T7 an evenneſs of Soul, 
A ſteddy temper, which no cares controul, 
No paſſions ruffle, nor defires inflame, 
Still conſtant to its ſelf, and ſtill the ſame, 
That does in all its ſlow Reſolves advance, 
With graver ſteps, than Benchers, when they dance: 
Moſt true; yet is not this, I dare maintain, 
Leſs us'd by any, than the Fool, call'd Man. 

The wiſer Emmet, quoted juſt before, 'J 
In Summer time ranges the Fallows o'er 
With pains, and labour, to lay in his ſtore; 
But when the bluſt'ring North with ruffling blaſts 
$addens the year, and Nature overcaſts ; 
The prudent Inſect, hid in privacy, 
Enjoys the fruits of his paſt induſtry. 
No Ant of ſenſe was cer ſo awkard ſeen, 


————_— TO a 


4 


To drudg in Winter, loiter in the Spring. 
But fillier Man, in his miſtaken way, 
By Reaſon, his falle guide, is led aſtray : 


| Tog 
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ray Toſt by a thouſand guſts of wayering doubt, 


abi reſtleſs mind ftill rolls from thought to 
© thought: 


In each reſolve unſteddy, aud unfixt, 

And what he one day loaths, deſures the next, 
Shall 1, ſo fam'd for many a tuant jeſt 

On wiving, now go take a jilt at laſt ? 

Shall I turn FHusband, and my ſtation chooſe, 

Amongſt the reverend Martyrs of the Nooſe! 

Nb, there are fools enough befides in Town, 

To furniſh work for Satyr, and Lampoon : 

Few months before cried the unthinkiog Sot ; 


+ 


.- 


Who quickly after, hamper'd in the knot, 
Was quoted for an inſtance by the reſt, 
And bore his Fate, as tamely as the beſt, 


And rats that Heay'n from ſome miraculous 
ide, 


For him alone had drawn a faithful Bride. 
This it our image juſt : ſuch is that vain, 


That fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature, Man : 


More 


Mo#feur Boileau, imitated. qo 
. -W _ 


More changing than a Weathercock, his Head * £4 


Ne'er wakes with the ſame thoughts, he- went. 
bed, F 


Ickſome to all beſide, and ill at caſe, 
He neither others, nor himſelf can pleaſe : 3 


Each minute round his whirling humors run, 


Now he's a Treoper, and a Prieſt anon, 

To day in Buff, to morrow in a Gown. 

| Yet, pleagd with idle whimſics of his Brain, 
And puft with pride, this haughty thing would 


tain 
Be thought himſelf the only ſtay, and prop, 
That holds the mighty frame of Nature up : 
The Skies and Stars his propertics muſt ſcem, 
And turn-ſpit Angels tread the Spheres for him : 
Of alt the Creatures he's the Lord ( he crics ). 
More abſolure, than the French King of his. 
And who is there (lay you) that dares deny 
So own'd a truth > That may. be, Sir, do I. 


B 3 
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g But to omit the controverſic here, 

= Whether, if met, the Paſſenger and Bear, 

This or the other ſtands in greater fear. 

Or, if an ACt of Parliament ſhould paſs 
Thatall the Iriſh Wolves ſhould quit the place, 
They'd ſtrait obey the Statutes high command, 


And at a minutes warning rid the Land : 
This boaſted Monarch of the world, that aws 
The Creatures here, and with his beck gives laws ; 


This titular King, who thus pretends to be 

The Lord of all, how many Lords has he 2 

The luſt of Mony, and the luſt of Power, 

With Love, and Hate, and twenty paſſions more, 

Hold him their ſlaye, and chain him to the Oar. 
Scarce has ſoft ſleep in filence clos'd his eyes, 

Op ! (ſtrairfays Avarice ) 'ts time to riſe. 

Not yet: one minute longer. Op! (ſhecries) 

Th'Exchange, and Shops are hardly open yet. 

No matter : Riſe ! But after all, for what ? 


P're 


7 


Monfieur Boileau; imitated: 


D'ye ask ? go, cut the Line,. double the Cape, 
Traverſe from end to end the ſpaciow' deep : 


Search both the Indies, Bantam, and Japan: 
Fetch Sugars from Barbadoes, Wines from Spain; 
What need all this 2 I've wealth enough inſtore, 
I thank the Fares, nor care for adding more. 

To cannot have too much, this point to-gain, 

Tou muſt noCrime, no Perjary refrain, 

Hunger you muſt endure, Hardbip, and Want, 
Amid| full Barns keep an eternal Lent, 
And tho you've more than B—m has ſpent 

Or C—n got, like ſtingy B —el ſave, 

and grudg your ſelf the charges of a Grave, 

And the ſmall Ranſom of a fingle Groat, 

From Sword or Halter to redeem your Throat. 

And pray, why all this ſparing? Do#'t you know? 
Only renrich a ſpendthrift Heir, or ſo: 

Who ſhall, when you are timely dead, and gone, 
With his gilt Coach, and Six amuſe the Town, 


B 4 Keep 
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Keep his' gay brace of - Punks, \and vainly give 
More ford night, thay you to" fine for\Shrivve. 
But you loſe time'; the Witd and Yeſſel waits, 


Quick; let's aboard! Hey of the Downs, and 
. Streights.. -/.j;--, 


Or, it all;gowerful Mony. fail of charms 
To tempt the wretch, .and puſh him on.to harms: 
With a ſtrong band dogs fierce Ambition ſeize, 
And drag him forth:-fromoft repoſe and caſe : 
Amidſt ten thouſand dangers ſpurs him on, 
With loſs-of Blood and Limbs to hunt renown. 
Who for reward of many a wound and maim, 


Is paid with;nought but wooden Legs, and Fame 


And the poor comfort of a-grinning Fate, 
To ſtand recorded in the next Gazette. 
But held ( cries one) your palt ry. gibing wit, 
Or learn heneeforth to aim it more aright: 
If this be any; "tis a' glorious fault, 
Which through all Ages has been ever thought 


The Hero's virtue, and chief excellence ; 


Pray, 


Monſieur Boileav, imitated. 
Pray, what was Alexander i your ſence ? 

A fool belike. Yes, faith, Sir, mucly the fame : 
A crack-brain'd Huft, that fer the world on flame y 
A Lunatick broke loofe, who in his fit. 

Fell foul on all, invaded all, he met: 

Who, Lord of che whole Globe; yet not content, 
Lack'd elbow-room, and ſeem'd too cloſely pon. 
What madneſs-was't, that, born to a fait Throne, 
Where he might rule with Juſtice, and Renown, 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chooſe to roam, 

A piticd wretch, with neither houſe, nor home, 
And hurting War and Slaughnterup and down, 


Through the wide world 'make his vaſt folly 
known? 


Happy for ten good reaſons had it been, 

If Macedon had had a Bedlam then : 

That there with Keepers under cloſe reſtraint 

He might have been from frantick miſchiet pent. 

i Butthat we mayn' in long digreſſions now 
Diſcourſe all Rainolds, and the Paſſions throvgh, 


And 


20 The eighth SATTR of 
And ranging them in method ſtiff, and prave. 
Rhime on by Chapter, and by Paragraph; 


Let's quit the preſent Topick_ of Diſpute, | 
For More and Cudworth to enlarge about; 


And takea view of man in his beſt lighr, 

Wherein he ſeems to moſt advantage ſer. 
*Tu he alone, (you'll ſay ) *tu happy he, 

That's fram'd by Nature for Society : 

He only dwells in Towns, is only ſeen 

With Manners and Civility to ſhine 

Does only Magiſtrates, and Rulers chooſe, 


"And live ſecur'd by Government, and Laws. 
'Tis granted, Sir ; but yet without all theſe, 


Without your boaſted Laws, and Policies, 
Or fear of Judges, or of Juſtices ; 
Whoever ſaw the Wolves, that he can fay, 
Like more inhuman Us, ſo bent on prey, 
To rob their fellow Wolves upon the way 2? 
Who ever ſaw Church and Fanatick Bear, 


Like favage Mankind one another tear ? 
What FJ”. 


(| 


Monfreur Boileau, imitated. 

What 'Typer cer, aſpiring to begrear, 

'In Plotsand Factions did embroil the State 2 

Or when was't heard upon the Zzhyas Plains, 

Where the ſtern Monarch of the Deſert reigns, 

That Whig and Tory Lions in wild jars 

Madly engag'd for choice of Shrieves and May'rs? 

The fierceſt Creatures, we in Nature find, 

Reſpet their figure ſtill in the ſame kind ; 

To others rough, to theſe they gentle be, 

And live from Noiſe,from Feuds, from Actions free. 
No Eagle does upon his Peerage ſue, 

And ſtrive ſome meaner Eagle to undo: 

No Fox was e'er ſuborn'd by ſpite, or hire, 

Againſt his Brother Fox his life to ſwear : 

Nor any Hind, for Impotence at Rur, 

Did cer the Stag into the Arches pur; 

Where a grave Dean the weighty Caſe might ſtare, 

What makes in Law a carnal Job complete : 

They fear no dreadful Qzo Warranto Writ, 

To ſhake their ancient privilege and right ; 

No 
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No Courts of Sefſions, or Aſlize are there, 


No Common-Pleas, K ings-Bench, or Chancery: Bar : 
But happier they, by Natures Charter free, 


Secure, and fate in mutual peace agree, 


And know no other Law, but Equity. 


*Tis Man, *tis Man alone, that worſt of Brutes, 


Who firſt broughtup the trade of cutting Throarts, 
Did Honor firſt, that barbarous term deviſe, 

- Unknown to all the gentler Savages ; 

And, as'twerenot enough have fetch'd ftom Hell, 
Powder, and Guns, with all the arts to kill, 
Fartherto plague the world, he muſt ingroſs 
Huge Codes and bulky Pandects of the Laws, þ | 
With DoCors Gloſles to perplex the Cauſe, | 
Where darken'd Equity is kept from light, 


Under vaſt Reams of non-ſenſe buried quite. 
Gently, good Sir ! (cry you ) why all this rant > 
Man has his freaks and paſſions ; that we grant ; 


He has his frailties, and blind fides 5 who doubts? 
But his leaft Virtues balance all his Faults. 


Pray, 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 13 
P ray, was it not this bold, this thinking Man, 
That meaſur'd Fea vn, aud taught the Stars to ſcav, 
Whoſe boundleſs wit, with ſoaring wings durſt fiy, 
Reyond the flaming borders of the ky ; 

Tyrn'd Nature oer, and with a piercing view 


Each cranny ſearch'd, and lookt her through and 
through. © 


Which of the Brutes have Onzverſities , 

When was it heard, that they &er took Degrees, 
Or were Profeſſors of the Faculties? 

By Law, or Phyfick were they ever known 


To merit Velvet, or a Scarlet Gown? 
No queſtionleſs; nor did we eyer read, 


Ot Quacks with them, that were Licentiates 
made, 


By Patent to profeſs the poiS'ning Trade : 

No DoCtors in the Desk there hold diſpute 

Abour Black-pudding, while the wond'ring Rout 

Liſten to hear the knotty Truth made our : 

Nor Virtuoſo's teach deep myſteries 

Of Arts for pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies. 
But 
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But notto urge the matter farther now, 
Nor ſearch it to the depth, what 'tis to know, 
And whether we know any thing or no : 
Anſwer meonly this, What man is there 
In this vile thankleſs Ape, wherein we are, | 
Who does by Senſe and Learning value bear ; 
Would'ſt thou get Honor, and a fair Eſtate, 
And have the looks and favours of the Great ? 
Crics an old Father to his blooming Son, 
Take the right courſe, be rul'd by me, "tis done. 
Leave mouldy Authors to the reading Fools, 
The poring crowds in Colleges and Schools : 
How much u threeſcore Nobles ? Twenty pound. 
Well ſaid, my Son, the Auſwer's moſt profound: 
Go, thou know'ſt all that's requiſite to know ; 
What Wealth on thee, what Honors haſte to flow! 
In theſe high Sciences thy ſelf employ, 
Inſtead of Plato, take thy Hodder, Boy. 


Learn there the art to audit an Account, 


- To what the K, ings Revenue does amount : 


How 
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How much the Cuſtoms and Exciſe bring in, 
And what the Managers each year purlois. 
Get a Caſe-harden'd Conſcience, Iriſh proof, 
Which nought of pity, ſenſe, or ſhame can move : 


Turn Alperine, Barbarian, Turk, er Jew, 

Unjuſt, inhuman, treacherous, baſe, untrue ; 

Neer ftick at wrong 3 hang Widows fighs and tears, 
The cant of Prieſts to frighten Oſurers , 

Boggle at nothing to encreaſe thy Store, 

Not Orphans ſpoils, nor plunder of the Poor: 

And ſcorning paltry rules of Honeſty, 

By ſurer methods raiſe thy Fortune high. 

When ſhoals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, + 
Doftors, Divines, Aſtrologers, and Lawyers, 
Authors of every ſort, and every ſize, 

To thee their Works, and Labors ſhall addreſs, 
With pompous Lines their Dedications fill, 

And learnedly in Greek and Latin tel Ws, 
Lies to thy face, that thou haſt deep inſight, 

And art a mighty judg of what they write. 

He 
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He, that is rich, js every thing, that is, 
Without one grain of Wiſdom he is wiſe, 
And knowing nought, knows all the Sciences : 


He's witty, gallaut, virtuous, generous, flout, 

Well-born,well bred,weti-ſbap'd,well-dreſt, what not ? 

Lowv'd by the Great, and courted by the Fair, 

For none that &'er had Riches found deſpair : 

Gold to the loathſomſt objeft gives a grace, 

And ſets it off, dud makes ev'n Bovey pleaſe : 

But tatter d Poverty they all deſpiſe, 

Love ſtands aloof, and from the Scarecrow flies. 
Thus a ftanch Miſer to.his hopeful Brat 

Chalks out the way that leads to an Eſtate ; | 

Whoſe knowledg ft with utmoſt ſtretchof Brajoy | 

No high'r than this vaſt ſecret can attain, 

Five and four's nine, take two, ang fevenremain. ) 


Go, Do&ar, after this, and rack your Brains, 
Unrayel Scripture with induſtrious pains: 
On muſty Fathers waſt your fruitleſs hours, 
Corrett the Criticks, and Expoſicors: 


Out: 
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Out:-vie great Sting fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, 
And there confound both Be/armin and Rome 3 
Or glean the Rabbzes of their learned ſtore, 

To find what Father Simon haſt paſt o'er : 

Then at the laſt ſome bulky piece compile, 

There lay out all your time, agd pains and $kill 3 
And when 'tis done and finiſh'd for the Preſs, 

To ſome Great Name the mighty Work addreſs ; 
Who for a full reward of all your toil, 

Shall pay you with a gracious nod or fmile : 

Juſt recompence of life too vainly ſpent! 

An empty Thank you Sir, and Complement. 

But, if to higher Honors you pretend, 
| Take the advice and counſel of a Friend ; 

Here quit the Desk, and throw your Searlet by, 
And to ſome gainſu) courſe your ſelf apply. 

Go, praCtiſe with ſome Banker how to cheat, 
There's choice in Town, enquire in Lombard ſtreet, 
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Let Scot and Ockaw wrangle as they pleaſe, 


And thus in ſhort with me conclude the caſe, ' 


A Dodtor is no better than an Aſs. 

A Dofter, Sir? your ſelf: Pray have a care, 
This is to puſh your Raillery too far. 
But not to loſe the hime in trifling thus, 


Beſide the point, come now more home and cloſe : 

That Man has Reaſon is beyond debate, 

Nor will your ſelf, I think,, deny me- that : 

And was not this fair Pilot givn to feeer, 

His tott rivg Bark through Life's rough Ocean here) 
All-this I grant: bur if in ſpite of it 

The wretch on every Rock he ſees will ſplit, 

To what great purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve, 

But to miſ-guide his courſe, and make him ſwerve ? | 

What boots it ZZ. when it ſays, Give o'er | 

Thy ſcribling itch, and play the fool no more, 

It her yain counſels, purpos'd to reclaim, : 

A 


Only avail ro harden him in ſhame? 


F 
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Lampoon'd, and hiſs'd, and damii'd the thouſandrh 
time, 


Still ho writes on, is obſtinate in Rhime: 


His Verſe, whieh he does every where recite, *' 
Pur all his Neighbors, and his Friends to flight ; 
Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, they haſte away, 

Nor will his very Groom be hir'd to ſay. | 
- The Afs, whom Nature Reaſon has deny'd, 
Content with Inſtinct for his ſurer guide, 

Still follows that, and wiſclicr does proceed | 
Hene'er aſpires with his harſh braying Note, 
The Songſters of the Wood to challenge out ; 
Nor, like this awkard ſmatterer in Arts, 

Sets up himſelt for a vain Aſs of parts; 

Of Reaſon void, he ſees, and gains his end, 
While Man, who does to that falſe light pretend, 
Wildly gropes on, and in broad day is blind. 

By whimſie led he does all things by chance, 

And afts in each againſt all common ſenſe. 
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With every thing pleas'd, and diſplcas'd at once, 

He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ſhuns : 

Unable to diſtinguiſh good, or bad, 

For nothing he is gay, for nothing fad: 

Atrandom loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 

Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, does, undoes. 
Did we, like him, cer ſee the Dog, or Bear, 

Chimera's of their -own deviſing fear? 

Frame needleſs doubts, and for thoſe doubts forgo 

The Joys, which prompring Nature calls rhem to ? 

And with their Pleaſures awkardly at rife, 

With ſcaring Fantoms pall the ſweets of Life 2 

Tell me, grave Sir, did ever Man ſee Beaſt 

So much below himſelt, and ſence debas'd, 

To worſhip Man with ſuperſtitious Fear, 

And fondly to his Idol Temples rcar 2 - 

Was he c'er ſeen with Pray'rs and Sacrifice 

Approach to him, as Ruler of the Skies, 


To beg {orRain, or Sun-ſhine on his knees? 
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- No never : but a thouſand times has Beaſt, 


Scen Man, beneath the meaneſt Brute debas'd, 
Fall low to Wood and Metal heretofore, 
And madly his own Workmanſhip adore : 
In Egypt oft has ſeen the Sot bow down, 
And reverence ſome deified Baboon : 
Has often ſeen him on the Banks of N'/e 
Say Pray'rsto the Almighty Crocodile : 
And now cach day in every ſtreet abroad 
Sces proſtrate Fools adore a breaden God. 

But why (fay you) theſe ſpiteful Infances 
Of Egypt, and its groſs Idolatries 2 
Of Rome, and hers as much ridiculons ? 
What are theſe lewd Buffooneries to ws ? 
How gather you from ſuch wild proofs as theſe, 
That Man, a Doftor u beneath an Af ? 
An Aſs ! that heavy, ſlupid, lumpiſh Beaſt, 
The Sport, and mocking-ſtock of all the reſt? 
Whom they all ſpurn, and whom they all deſpiſe, 
Whoſe very name all Satyr does comprize £ 

C3 An 
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An Aſs, Sir ? Yes: Pray what ſhould make us 
laugh? 


Now he unjuſtly is our jeer, and ſcoff 


But, if one day he ſhould occaſion find 


Upon our Follies to expreſs his mind ; 


If Heav'n, as once of old, tocheck proud Man, 


By miracle ſhould give him Speech again; 
What would he fay, d'ye think, could he ſpeak 


out, 


Nay, Sir, betwixt us two, what would he not? 


What would he ſay, ,were he condemn'd to 
ſtaud 


For one long hour in Fleezſreet, or the Strand, 
Tocaſt his eyes upon the motly throng, 

The two-leg'd Herd, that daily paſs along ; 

To ſee their old Diſguiſes, Furs and Gowns, 


Their Caſſocks, Cloaks, Lawn-ſleeves, and Panta- 
loons ? 


What would he fay to ſee a Velvet Quack l 
Walk with the price of forty kill'd on's Back ; 
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Or mounted on a Stage, and gaping loud, + - 


Commend his Drugs, and Ratsbane to the 
Crowd? 


What would he think on a Lord Mayor's day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry furyey 2 
Or view the Judges, and their ſolemn Train,” 
March with grave decency to kill a Man > 
What would he think of us, ſhould he appear 
In Tetm amongſt the crowds at Weſtminſter, 
And there the helliſh din, and Jargon hear, 


Where F. and his pack with dcep-mouth'd 
Notes 


Drown Billinſgate, and all its Oyſter-Boats ? 
There ſee the Judges, Sergeants, Barriſters, 
Attorneys, Counſcllors, Solicitors, 

Criers, and Clerks, and all the Savage Crew 
Which wretched manar his own charge undo? 
lf after proſpeCt of all this, the Aſs ]. 

Should find the voice he had in E/op's days; 
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Then, Do&tor, then, caſting his eyes atound 
| On humanFools, which every where abound. 


Content with Thiſtles, from all envy free, 


And ſhaking his grave head,no doubt he'd cry 


Good faith, Man is a Beaſt as much as we. 
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Written in A4prl, 1682, 
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ARGUMENT.. 


The POET comforts a Friend, that is overmuch 
concerned for the loſs of a conſiderable Sum of Mo- 
ney, of which he has lately been cheated by a per- 
ſon, to whone he intruſted the ſame. This he does 
by ſhewing, that nothing comes to paſs in the world 
without Divine Providence, and that wicked Meg 
(however they ſeem to eſcape its Puniſhment hereY 

yet 
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yet ſuffer _— in the tormeuts of an evil 
Conſcrence. And by the way takes occaſion to 
taſp the Degeneracy, and Villany of the preſent 
Twmes. 


Here is not one baſe A&t; which Men 


commit, 

Bur earrics thisill ſting aleng with ir, - 
Thatto the Author it creates regret : 
And this is ſome Revenge at leaſt, that he © 
Can n&'er acquit himſelf of Villany, 
Tho a brib'd Judg and Jury ſet him free. 

All people, Sir, abhor, ( as 'tis but juſt ) 
Your faithleſs Friend, who lately broke his Truſt, 


And curſe the treacherous Deed : Bur, thanks to 
Fate, | 


That has not bleſs'd you with fo ſmall Eſtate, 
But that with patience you may bear the Croſs, 
And need not ſink under ſo meana Loſs. - 
Beſides your Caſe for leſs concern doescall, 
Becauſe 'tis what docs uſually befal ; 
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Ten thouſand ſuch might bealledg'd with caſe, 
Out of the common crowd of Inſtances, 

Then ceaſe for ſhame, immoderate regret, 
And don't your Manhood, and your Senſe forget? 
Tis womaniſh, and filly to lay forth 
; Morecoſt in Grief thana Misfortune's worth, | 
You ſcarce can bear a puny trifling Ill, 
It goes ſo deep, pray Heav'n! it does not kill: 
And all this trouble, and this vain ado, 
Becauſe a Friend (forſooth( has prov'd untrue. 
Shame o' your Beard! canthis ſo much amaze 2 
Were you not born in good King Jemmy's days? 
And are not you at length yet wiſer grown, 
When threeſeore Winters on your head have ſnown? . 

Almighty Wiſdom gives in Holy Writ 
Wholſom Advice to all, that follow it : 
And thoſe, that will not its great Counſels hear, 
May learn from meer experience how to bear 
C Without vain ſtrugling ) Fortunes yoke, and how . 


They ought her rudeſt ſhocks to undergo. 
There's 
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There's not a day fo folemn thro the year, - - 

Not one red Letter in the Calendar, 

But we of ſome new Crime diſcoyer'd hear. 

Theft, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, whatnot? 

Moneys by Cheating, Padding, pois'ning- pot. * 
Nor isit ſtrange; fo few'arenow the Good, * 

That fewer ſcarce wereleft at NoaYS*Flood : | © + 

Should Sozom's Angel here in Fire deſcend, © ** 

Our Nation wants ten Men to ſave the Land Het 

Fate has reſery'd us for the yery Lees - - - 

Of time, where Ill admits of no deprees :- - 


An Age fo badold Poersnc'er couldframe, 


Nor find a Metal out to give't a name. wo 
This your experience knows, and yet for all - - 
On faith of God, and Man aloud'you call, 
Louder than on Queen Beſz's day theRour 

For Antichriſt burnt in Effigie ſhout I 

But, tell me, Sir, tell me, grey-headed Boy, 

Do you not know what Lech'ry met) &h joy 


” Rc S. 


Me __ 


% 
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In ſtollen Goods? For Gad's ſake don't you ſee 
How they all-laugh at your ſimplicity, 


When gravely you forewarn of Perjury ? 

Preach up a God, and Hell, vain empty names, 

Exploded naw for idle thredbare ſhams, 

Devis'd by Pricſts, and by none elle believ'd, 

E'ex ſince. great Hobbes tHe world has undeceiv'd 2 
This might have paſt with the plain ſimple Race 

Of our Forctathers in King Arthur's days © 

Eer mingling with corrupted forein Seed, 

We learnt their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed. 

Ecr yet bleſs'd A/bion, high in ancient Fame, 

With her firſt Innocence refign'd her Name. 

Fair dealing thep, and downright Honeſty, 

And plighted Faith were good Sccurify : 

No vaſtIngroſlments for Eſtates were made, 


Nor Deeds, large as the Lands, which they con- 
veyd:; 


To bind a Truſt there lack'd no formal ties 
Ot Paper, Wax, and Seals, and Witnelles, 


Nor ready Coin, but ſterling Promiles : 
| Each 
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| Eachtook the other's word, and that would go 


For currant then, and more than Oaths do now : 

' None had recourſe to Chancry for defence, 

Where you forego your Right with leſs Expence: 
Nor traps were yet ſet up for Perjurers, 

That catch Men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. 
Then Knave, and Villain, things unheard of were, 
Scarcein a Century did one appear, * 

And he more paz'd at than a Blazing-Star. 

| If a young Stripling put not off his Hat 


In high reſpeC&t toevery Beard he mer, 
Tho a Lord's Son, and Heir, *twas held a crime, 


That ſcarce deſerv'd it's Clergy in that time : 

So venerable then was four years odds, 

And grey old Heads were reverenc'd as Gods. 
Now if a Friend once in an Ape prove juſt, 

It he miraculouſly keep his Truſt, 

And without force of Law deliver all 

Thar's due, both Intereſt, and Principal; 


Prodigious 
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Prodigious wonder ! fit for Szow'to tell, 

And ſtand recorded in the Chronicle; 

A thing leſs memorable would require 

As great a Monument as London Fira 

A Man of Faith and Uprightneſs is grown 

So ſtrange a Creature both in Court and Town, 


That he with Elephants may well be ſhown, 

A Monſter, more uncommon than a Whale 

At Bridg, the1aſt great Comet, or the Hail, 
Than Thames his double Tide, or ſhould he run 


With Streams .of Milk, or Blood to —__ 
down. 


You're troubled that you've loſt five bundred 
pound 


By treacherous Fraud : another may be found, 

Has loſt a thouſand: and another yer, 

Double to that; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 
Little do folks the heav'nly Powers mind, 

If they but ſcape the knowledge of Mankind : 

Obſerve, with how demure, and grave a look 


The Raſcal lays his hand upon the Book ; 


Then 
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Then with a praying Face, and lifted Eye 
Claps on his Lips, and Seals the Perjury : 

If you perſiſt his Innocence to doubt, 

And bogple in Belief; he'll itrair rapout 

Oaths by the Volley, cach of which would make 
Pale Arheifts ſtarr, and trembling Bullies quake ; 


And more than would a whole Ships Crew main- 
tain 


To the Eaſt-Indies hence, and back again. 

As God ſhall pardon me, Sir, 1am free 

Of what you charge me with: let me neer ſee 
Hts Face in Heaven elſe: may theſe hands rot, 
Theſe eyes drop out ; if I ter had a Groat 


Of yours, or if they ever touch'd, or ſaw't. 
Thus he'll run on two hoursin length, till he 
Spin out a Curſe long as the Litany : 
Till Heav'n has ſcarce a Judgment left in ſtore 
For him to wiſh, deſerve, or ſuffer more. 

There are, who diſavow all Providence, 
And think the world is only ſtecr'd by chance: 


Make 
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| Make God at beſt an idle looker on, ; 
A lazy Monarch lolling in his Throne : 


Who his Afﬀaics does neither mind, nor know, 
But leaves them. all at'random here below ; 
And ſuch at every foot themlelyes will damn, | 
And Oaths no- more than common Breath eſteem - 
No ſhame, nor loſs of Ears can frighten theſe, 
Were every Street a Grove of Pillories. 

Others there be, that own a God, and fear 
His Vengeance to enſue, and yer forfiwear : 
Thus to himſelf, ſays one, Let Heaven decree 
What doom ſeeer, its pleaſure will, of me : 
Strike me with Blindneſs, Palſies, Leprofies, 
Plague, Pox, Conſumption, all the Maladies 
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Of both the Spittles ; ſo 1 get my Prize 

And hold it ſure ;['ll ſuffer theſe, aud more ; 
All Plagges are light to that of being; poor. 
There's not a begging Cripple in the ſireets 
( wileſs be with his Linibs has loſt his Wits, 
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And is grown fit for Bedlam) but no doubt, 
To bave his Wealth would have the Rich mais Gout- 
Grant Heavens Vengeance heavy be; what tho? 
The heavieſt things move ſlowlieſt ftill we know: 
And, if it puniſh all, that guilty be, 
Til be an Age before it come to me : 
God too is merciful, as well as juſt ; 
Therefore I'll rather his forgiveneſs traſt, 
Than live deſpis'd, and poor, as thas I muſt : 
T7 try, and hope he's more a Gentleman 
Than for ſuch trivial things as theſe, to damn. 
Beſides, for the ſame Fafl, we've often known 
One mount the Cart, another mount the Throme : 
And fouleſt Deeds, attended with ſucceſ3, 
No longer are reputed wickedneſs, 
Diſgaisd with Virtues Livery, and Dreſs. 

With theſe weak Arguments they forrifie, 


And harden up themſelves in Villany : | 
The Raſcal now dares call you to account, 

And in what Court you pleaſe, joyn iſſue on' : 
Next 
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Next Term he bring the” A idH'ro be trid, 

And twerity Wiritefs to fftat” bn's fide: © 

And, if thit Juſtite” rs his Caliſe be foukd, 

Expetts : a Verdict of five. hundred pound. 

Thus he, w | who boldly dares the Guilt out-face, | 

For innocent ſhall with the Rabble paſs: 

While you, wich Impudence, and ſham run down, 

Are only thought the Knave by all the Town. 
Mean time, poor you at Heay'n exclaim,and rail, 

Louder chan. 7 _ at che Bar does bawl: 

Is there a Pow#'r above ? and, does he hear ? 

And can he tamely Thunderbolts forbear ? 

To what vain end do we with Pray'rs adore ? 

And on our bended knees his aid implore ? 

Where us his Rule, if no reſpef be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good, or Bad ? 

And who henceforth will any credit ſhow 

Towhat bis lying Priefts teach here below ? 

If this be Providence ; for ought 1 ſee, 

Bleſs'd Saint, Vaninus! 1 ſhall follow thee : 

D 2 Little's 
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Little's, the, odds ,twixe ſuch a Ged; w__ thats ....: 1 
Which Acheift Lewis..4s'd to wear. is Hat, . | 

Thus you blaſpheme,. and rave; | But pray, Sir, 

try 
What Cornforts my weak Reaſon c can n apply, 
Who never yet read' Platarch, hardly law, 
And am bur meanl ly vers 'd in Seneca.” 
In caſes dangerous ind' hard'of cure” 
We have recourſe to'Scabbotough, drifoider sf 
But if-they don't fodefperate appear, : ; 
Wes truſt to meaner Dixitors Skill, and' cate. 

If there were never in che world before LAN: 
So foul a deed ; I'm dumb, ior ons Word mbte': © 
A God's name the ler both” your ſluces flow, | 

- Andallthe exrrayaganceof forrow ſhow ; ; 
And tear your Hair,” -and thump your mournful 
Breaſt, eDOu b | 
As if your deareſt Firſt-born were-deceas'd. 
'Tis granted that a preater Grief attends 
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Departed Moneys than departed Friends : 


he TETIT Y a 
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None ever x counterſirs upon [thi yeni - po 
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More trye, than brow of expecting Heirs 
At their dead Father's $ $ Fanerals, tho here 
The Back, and Hands r no pompous Mourning wear. * 
Bur if the like complaints be dail y found. | 

Ar Weſtminſter, and in all Courrs abound 3 

If Bonds, and Obligations can t prevail, | 

But Men deny their very Hand and Seal, 
Sign 'd with the Arms of the whole Pedegree 

Of their dead Anceſtors to vouch the Lye, 

If 7, emple-Walks, and Smithfieldgnever fail ; 
Of plying Rogues, thar ſer their Souls to ſale . 
To the firſt Paſſenger, that bids a price, 

And make their livelihood of Perjuries; 

For God's ſake why are you ſo delicate, 


And think it hard to ſhare the common Fate » 
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And why muſt y ou. als be Fav'rite rhoughit | 


Of Heav'n, and we for Reprobates caſt,qut2 _ 
The wrong you bear, is hardly worth regard, 

Much teſs your Juſt reſentment, if compar'd 

With greater out- rages fo others done, 

Which daily happen, and alarm the Town: 

Comparethe Villains who cut Thraats for Bread, 

Or Houſes fire, of late a gaintul Trade, 


By whichour City was in Aſhes laid : 
Compare the lacrilegious Burglary, | 


From which no place can Sanftuary be, 

That rifles Churches of Communion. Plate, 
Which good King Edward's days did dedicate : 
Think, who durſt ſteal S. Albay's Font of Braſs, 
That Chriſten'd half the Royal Scori/h Race : 
Who ſtole the Chalicesat Chicheſter, © * 

In which themſelves receiv'd the day before : 

Oc that bold daring Hand, of freſh Renown, 


Who, ſcorning common Booty, ſtole a Crown : 


4 


Com- 
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Compare too, if you pleaſe, the horrid Plot, 
With all the Perjuries to make it out, 

Or make it nothing, for theſe laſt three years; 

Add to it Thizne's and Godfrey's Murderers : 

And if theſe ſeem but ſlight and trivial things, 


Add thoſe, that have, and would have murder'd 
Kings. 


And yet how little's this of Villany 
To what our Judges oft in one day try 2? 
This to convince you, do bur travel down, 
When the next Circuit comes, with Pembertos, 
Or any of the Twelve, and there but mind, 
How many Rogues there are of Human Kind, 
And letme hear you, when youre back again, 
Say, you are wrong'd, and, if you dare, complain- 

None wonder, who in Eſex Hundreds live, 

Or Sheppy Iſland, to have Apues rife : 
Nor would you think ir much in Africa, 


It you greatLips, and ſhort flat Noſes faw : 


D 4 Becauſ: 
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Becauſe 'cis fo by Nature of each place ; 


And thereſore there for no ſtrange things they. pals, 

In Lands, where Pizmies are, toſce a Crane 

( As Kires do Chickens here) ſweep up a Man, 

In Armour clad, with us would make a ſhow, * 

| And ſerve for entertain at Bartholmew : 

Yet there it goes for no great Prodigy, 

Where the whole Nation is but one foot high : 

Then why, fond Man, ſhould you ſo much admire, 

Since Knave is of our growth, and common here 
But muſt ſuch Perjury eſcape (ſay you) 

And ſhall it ever thus unpuniſÞ/d go? 

Geant, he were cragg'd to Jayl this very hour, 


Toſtarve, and rot; ſuppoſe it in your Pow'c 


' To rack, and torture him all kind of ways, 


To hang, or burn, or kill him, as you pleaſe; _ 
(And what would your Revenge it ſelf have more?) 


Yer this, all this would not your Caſh reſtore : 


And where would be the Comfort;where the Good, 
If you could waſh your Hands in's reaking Blood? 
: But, 
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But, Oh, Revenge more ſweet than Life 2 ! "Tis true, 

So the unthinking ſay, and the mad Crew 

Of heQ'ring Blades, who for ſlight cauſe, or none, 

At every turn are into Paſſion blown: 

- Whom the leaſt Trifles with Revenge inſpire, 

And at each ſpark, like Gunpowder, take fire : © 

Theſe unprovok'd kill the next Man they meet, 

For being ſo ſawcy, as to walk the ſtreet; 

And at the ſummons of each tiny Drab, _ 

Cry, Damme {! Satisfattion ! draw, and ftab, 
Not fo of old, the mild good Socrates, ++ 

(Who ſhew'd how high without the help of Grace, 

Well-cultivated Nature might be wrought 

He a more noble way of ſuff'ring taught, 

And, tho the Guilrtleſs drank the poiſonous Doſe 

Ne'er wiſh'd a drop to his accuſing Foes. 

Not ſo our great good Martyr'd King of late 

Could we his bleſs'd Example imitate ) 
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Who, tho the grear'ſt of mortal ſufferers, 

Yet king to his rebellious Murderers, 

| Forgaye, and bleſs'd chem with his dying Pray'rs. 

Thus, we by found Divinity, and Senſe 

May purge our minds, and weed all Errors thence: 
Theſc-lcad usinto right, nor ſhall we need 
Other than them thro Life to beour Guide. 
Revenge is but a Frailty, incident 


| Tocraz'd, and ſickly minds, the poor Content 


Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount 


- An Injury, tao weak to bear Afﬀeront: 
And this you may infer, becauſe we find, 
'Tis moſt in poor unthinking Woman-kind, 


Who wreak their feeble ſpite on all they can, 


And are more kin to Brute than braver Man. 

Bur why ſhould you imagin, Sir, that thoſe 
Eſcape unpuniſh'd, who {till feel the Throes 
And Pangs of a rack'd Soul, and ( which is worſe 


 Thanallthe Pains, which canthe Body curſe) 
The ſecret gnawings of unſeen Remorle ? 


Pe- 
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; Believ't, they ſyfter greater Puniſhment | 
Than Rome's Inquiſitors could cer invent : 
Nor all the Tortures, Racks, and Cruelties, 
Which ancient Perſecutors could deviſe, 

Nor all, that Fox his Bloody Records tell, 

Can match what Bradſhaw, and Rawilliac feel, : 
Who in theit Breaſts carry abour their Hell. 

' Tyeread this ſtory, but I know not where, 
Whether in ZZ7ackwel, 'or Beard's Theatre : 

A certain Spartan, whom a Friend, like you, 
Had truſtet with a Hundred pound or two 5 
Went to the Oracle to know if he 

With ſafety might the Sum in truſt deny. 
'Twas anſwer d, No, that if he durſt forfwear, 
He ſhould cre long for's knavery pay dear : 
Hence Fear, not Honeſty, made him refund; 
Tet tohis coſt the Sentence true he found 5 
Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, ; | 
Bus the remoteſt of his whole Pedigree, 
Periſh/d (as there 'tis told ) 7 miſery. 


Now 
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Now to 2pply: if ſuch be the fad end 
Ot Peyury, tho but in Thought defign'd, 


Think, bir, what Fate awaits your treaclyrous, | 
Friend, 
Who has nor only thought, but done to you 


All this, and more; think, what he ſuffers now, 
And think, what every Villain ſuffers elſe, . 
"Thar dares, like him, be fairhleſs, baſe, and falſe. 
Pale Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 
Purſuc his ſteps, and dog him whereſoc'er 
He goes, and if from his loath'd ſelf he fly, 
To herd, like wounded Deer, in company, 
Theſe ſtrair creepin and pall his mirth, and joy, ) 
_ The choiceſt Daintics, ev'n by Lumly dreſt, 
Aﬀord no Reliſh to his ſickly Taſt, 
Inſipid all, as Danttcles his Fealt. 
Eva Wine, the greateſt bleſſing of Mankind, 
The beſt ſupport of rhe dejeted mind, 
Applied to his dull ſpirits, warms no more 
Than to his Corps it could paſt Life reſtore. 


Dark- 
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Darkneſs he fears, nor dares he truſt his-Bed -- -;'; 
> | Withouta Candle watching by his ſide: ... 
And, if the wakeful Troubles of his Breaſt, 
To his toſs'd Limbs allow one moments Reſt, 


. jp 


Straitways the groans of Ghoſts, and hideous 
Screams | — 


Of rortur'd Spirits haunt his frightful D_—_ : 
Scrait there return to his tormented mind . 

His perjur'd ACt, his injur'd God, and Friend : 
Strait he imagins you before his Eyes, 

Ghaſtly of ſhape, prodigious of ſize, + | 
With glaring Eyes, cleft Foot, and monſtrous Tail, 
And bigger than the Giants at Gui/d-ha#, 

Stalking with horrid ſtrides acroſs the Room, | 
And Guards of Fiends to drag him to his Doom ; - 
Hereat he falls in, dreadful Agonies, 


And dead cold Sweats his trembling Members 
ſeize: 


Then ſtarting wakes, and with a diſmal cry, 
Calls to his aid his frighted Family ; 


There 
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There owns the Crime, and yows upon his kites 
The ſacred Pledg next morning to releaſe. 


Theſe are the Men, whom the leaſt Terrors 
daunt, 


Who at the ſight of their own ſhadows faint ; 
Theſe, if it chance to Iighten, are agaſt, 

And quake for fear, leſt every Flaſh ſhould blaſt : 
Theſe ſwoon away at the firſt Thunder. clap, 
As if *twere ot, what uſually does hap, 
The caſual cracking of a Cloud, bur ſent | 

By angry Heaven for their Puniſhment : 

And, if unhurt they fcape the'Tempeſt now, 
Still dread the greater Vengeance to enſue : 
Theſe the leaſt Symptoms of a Feyer frighr, 
Watcr high-colour'd, want of reſt at niphe, 

Or a diforder'd Pulſe ſtrait makes them ſhrink, 
And preſently for-fear they'te ready ſink 

Into their Graves: their time( think they) is comes - 


And Heav'n in judgment now: has ſent their Doom. | 


Nor 


 JoVENAL, tmitared. © of. 
Nor dare they, tho in whiſper, waft a Prayer, - - - 
Leſt ir by chance ſhoul#reach th' Almighry's ears, - 
And wake his ſleeping Vengeance, which before | 
So long has thicir impieties forbore. 


Theſe are the thoughts which guilty wrerches- 
haunt, 


Yetenter'd, they ſtill grow more impudent : 
After a Crime perhaps they now and thea _ _ 
Feel pangs and ſtrugplings of Remorſe within, 
But ſtrait return to their old courſe agen : 


They, who have once thrown Shame, and Con- 
ſcience by, 


Nc'er after make a ſtop in Villany : 
Hurried along, down the vaſt ſteep they go, 
And find, tis all a Precipice below. 

Ev'n this perfidious Friend of yours, no doubt 
Will not with ſingle wickedneſs give out 3 
Have patience but a while, you'll ſhortly ſee 
His hand held up at Bar for Felony : 


— 
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ou'll ſee the ſentenc'd wretch for Puniſhment 

To Scilly Ifles; or the Cari#bes ſent: 1 
Or ( it [I may his ſurec Fate divine) .. N 
Hung like Boroskz, tor a Gibber- Sign :', J 
Then may you glut Revenge, and feaſt your Eye 
With the dear object of his Miſeries : 
And then at length convinc'd, with j joy you'll find 
That the juſt God is neither deaf, nor blind. 
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49 


— 
A 
— 


L— 


DAVIDGS 


For the DEATH of 


SAUL and JONATHAN, 


PARAPHRAS D. 


Written in September, 1677. 


——— —— 


O D E. 
[ 


H wretched 77ael / once blefs'd, and hap: 
py State, 


The Darling of the Stars, and Heaven's Care, 
Then all the botd'ring world thy Vaflals were, 
And thou at once their Envy and their Fear, 
How ſoon art thou ( alas!) by the fad turn of Fate 
E Becomes 


50 David's Lamentation for 


Become abandon'd and forlorn 2 


How art thou now become their Pity, and their 
ſcorn ? 


Thy Luſtre all is vaniſh'd, all thy Glory fled, 
Thy Sun himſelf fer in a blood red, 
Too ſure Prognoſtick! which does ill portend 


Approaching Storms on thy unhappy Land, 


Leſt. naked, and. defenceleſs now to each invading 
Hand, 


A fatal Battcl, lately fought, 
Has all theſe Mis'ries, and Misfortunes brought, 


Has thy quick Ruin, and Deſtruftion wrought: 
There fell we by a mighty Overthrow 


 APrey toanenrag'd, relentleſs Foe, 
The toiland labour of their wearied Cruelty, 
Till they no more could kill, and we no longer die: 


Vaſt ſlaughter all around th* enlarged. —_— 
ſwells, 


And numcrous Deaths increaſe its former Hills, 
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a II, 


In Gath let not the mournful News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd inthe ſtreets of Astalon; 

| MayFameit ſelf be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh may it never to Philiſtia come, 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tidings home ! 
Leſt the proud Enemics new Trophics raile, 
And loudly trinmplr in our freſh Diſgrace : 

| Nocaptive 1ſraelite their pompous Joy adorn, 
Not in ſad Bondage his loſt' Country mourn : 
No Spoils of ours be in their Temples hung, 
No Hymns to A/hdod's Idol ſung, 
Nor thankful Sactifice on'his glad Altars burr. 


Kind HEay'n' forbid ! leſt the baſe Heathen Slaves 
blaſpheme 


Dhy ſacred and unutterable Name, 


And above thine extol their Dagox's Fame. 
Leſt the vile Fiſb's Worſhip ſpread abroad, 


Who fell a proſtrate Viftim once before our con- 
qu'ring God: 


E 2 And 
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And you, who the great Deeds of Kings and 
Kingdoms write, 


Whoall their Attions to ſucceeding Age tranſmit, 


Conceal the bluſhing, Story, ah ! conceal 


OurNations loſs, and our dread Monatch's 
fall : 


Conceal the Journal of this bloody Day, 


When both by the ill Play of Fate were chrown 
away : 


[OR 


Nor let our wretched Infamy, and Fortune's 
\ . 
Crime 


Be ever mention'd inthe Regiſters of future Time. 


ITT. 


For cVer, Gilboa, be curſt hy hated Name, 
Th' eternal Monument of our Diſgrace, and Shame! 


For ever curſt be that unhappy Scene, 


Where Slaughter, Blood, and Death did _ 
reign! 


No Clouds henceforth above thy rams cop ap-\, 
| _ pear, 
But what may make thee mourning wear : 


Let 
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Let them ne'er ſhake their dewy Fleeces there, 
But only once a year 
On the fad Annviverſe drop a remembring Tear : 
; No Flocks of Off rings on thy Hills be known, 
Which may by Sacrifice our Guilt and thine attone : 


Nor —" nor any of the gentler kind hereafter 
| ay 


On thee, but Bears, and Wolyes, and Beaſts of 
; prey, 

Or men more favage, wild, and fierce than they; 

A Defart may*ſt thou prove, and lonely waſt, 

Like that, our ſinful, ſtubborn Fathers paſt, 


Where they the Penance trod for all, they there 
tranſgreſt : 


| Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious 
Blood 


Of many a Jewiſh Worthy, ſpilt of late, 
Who ſuffer'd there by an ignoble Fate, 
And purchas'd foul diſhonour at too high a rate : 


Great Soul's ran there amongſt the common 


Flood, 


| | HisRoyal ſelf mixt with the baſer Crowd: 
E 3 He. 
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| He, whom Heav'ns high and open ſuffrage choſe, 


The Bulwark of our Nation to oppoſe 


The Pow'rand Malice of our Foes; 


" Ev'n He, on whom the Sacred Oyl was ſhed, 
Whoſe myſtick dropsenlarg'd his hallow'd Head, 
Lies now (oh Fate, impartial ſtill ro Kings!) 


Huddled, and undiſtinguiſh'd in the heap of mean- 
cr things. 


I'V. 


Lo! there the mighty Warriour lies, 
With all his Lawrels, all his Victories, 


To ravenous Fowls, or worſe, to his proud Foes, a 
Prize: 


How chang'd from that great Sa#/! whoſe ge- 
nerous Aid, 


A conqu'ring Army to diſtreſſed Fabe/þ led, 
At whoſe approach Ammoy's proud Tyrant fled : 


How chang'd irom that great Saul / whom we 
ſaw bring 
From vanquiſh'd Amalek their captive $poils, and 
King ; 
When 
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When unbid Pity made him 4gag ſpare : 
Ah Pity! more than Cruelty found guilty there : 
Ofrt has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow, 
By whom himſelf lics conquer'd now : 
At Micmaſh his great Might they felr, and knew, 
The ſame they felt at Dammiz too : 
Well I remember, when from Ze/ah's Plain 
He came in triumph,met by a numerous Crowd, 


Who with glad ſhouts proclaim'd their Joy 


aloud ; 
A Dance of beauteous Virgins led the ſolemn Train, 


And ſung, and prais'd the man that had his Thou- 
ſands ſlain. 


Seir, Moab, Zobah felt him, and where cer 
He did his glorious Standards bear, 

Officious Via'ry follow'd in therere : 

Succeſs attended {till his brandiſh'd Sword, 


And, like the Grave, the pluttonous Blade de- 
(- vour'd: 


Slaughter upon its point in triumph fate, 
And ſcatter'd Death, as quick, and wide as Fate. 
E 4 | _ V. Nor 
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Y. oy 


Nor leſs in high Repute, and Worth was his great 
Son, = 


Sole Heir of all his Valour, and Renown, 
Heir too ( if cruel Fate had ſuffer'd ) of his Throne : 


The matchleſs Jonathan *twas, whom loud 
rongu'd Fame 


A mongſt her chiefeſt Heroes joys to name, 

Ere ſince the wond'rous Deeds at Sexeh done, 
Where he, himſelf and Hoſt, o'excamea War alone : 

The trembling Enemies fled, they try'd to fly, 

But fix'd amazement ſtopt, and made them dic 


Great Archer He! to whom our dreaded skill we 
owe, 


Dreaded by all, who 7/rae!'s warlike Proweſs know; 
As many ſhafts, as his full Quiver held, 
So many Fates he drew, ſo many kill'd : 


Quick, and unerring they, as darted Eye-beams, 
5 flew, | 


As if he gave'em ſight, and ſwiftnefs too. 
Death took her Aim from his, and by*c her Arrows 


threw. 


VI. Both 
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; | VL. & 


Both excellent they were, both equally alli'd 
On Nature, and on Valour's fide: 
| Great Saul, who ſcorn'd a Rival in Renown, 
Yet envied not the Fame of's greater Son, 
By him endur'd to be ſurpaſs'd alone: 
He gallant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, 
And faſt, as he could ſer, the well-writ Copies drew, 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him not out-go: 
Together they did both the paths to Glory trace, 
Together hunted inthe noble Chace, 
Together finiſh'd their united Race : 


There only did they prove unfortunate, 
Never till then unbleſs'd by Fate, 
Yet there they ceas'd not to be great ; 


Fearleſs they met, and brav'd their threaten'd 
- on. 


And fought when Heav'n revolted, Fortune durſt 
rebel. 


When 
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When publick fatety, and their Countries care 


Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the toils of 
War ; 


As Parent-Eagles, fummon'd by their Infants cries, 


Whom ſome rude hands would make 2 
Prize, 


- Haſt toRelict, and with their wings out-fly their 
eyes; 


So ſwift did they their ſpeedy ſuccour bear, 
_ Soſwiftthe bold Agpreſlors ſeize, 


So ſwift attack, ſo ſwift purſue the vanquiſh'd ene- 
mies : | 
The vanquiſh'd enemies with all the wings of 
Fear | 
Mov'd not fo quick as they, 


Scarce could their fouls fly faſt enough 
away. 


Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers mer, 


Thro Fields with armed Troops, and pointed Har- 
veſts ſer, 


Nothing could tame their Rage, or quench their 
generous Hear ; 


Like 


Ire 


Sy 
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Like thoſe, they march'd undaunted , and like 


thole, | 
Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppoſe, 
$0 to Reſiſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate 


Foes, 
VII. 
Mourn, wretched /ſrael, mourn thy Monarch's 
fall, x 


And all thy plenteous ſtock of ſorrow call, 
T* attend his pompous Funeral : 
Mourn each, who in this loſs an int'reſt ſhares, 
Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt itall in Tears: 
You Hebrew Virgins too, 
Who once in lofty ſtrains did his glad Triumphs 


ſing, 


Bring all your artful Notes, and skilful Meaſures 
now, 


Each charming air of Breath, and ſtring, 


Bring all to grace the Obſequies of your dead 
King, 


And high, as then your Joy, let now your Sorrow 
_ - 


Saul, 
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Saul, your great Saul is dead, 
Who you with Natures choiceſt Dainties fed, 
Who you with Natures gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 


By whom you all her Pride, and all her Pleaſures 
had: 


For you the precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 
For you the Tyrian Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſt Arabia's Spices grew, 

And Eaftern Quarries harden'd Pearly dew ; 
The Sun himſelf rurn'd Labourer for you : 
For you he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 


Wherewith you were array'd, whereby you him 
out-ſhone, 


All this and more you did to Sau/'s great Condut 
| oWe, 


All this you loſt in his unhappy overthrow. 


VIE. 


Oh Death! how vaft an Harveſt haſt thou reap 
of late! 


Never before hadſt thou ſo great, 


Ne'er 
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Neer drunk'ſt before ſodeep of Jewiſh Blood, 
Ne'er ſince th',embattled Hoſts at Gibeab ſtood ; 


When three whole days. cook up the work of 
Fate, 


When a large Tribe enter'd at once thy Bill, 
And threeſcore thouſand Victims to thy Fury fell. 
Upon the fatal Mountains Head, 
Lo! how the mighty Chiets lie dead: 
There my beloved Jonathan was ſlain, . 
The beſt of Princes; and the beſt of Mei; 
- Cold Death hangs on his Checks like an CY 
Fr6ſt, | 
On carly Fruit, there fits, and ſmiles a ſullen Boaſt, 


And yet looks pale ar the great Caprive, ſhe has 
tacn. -- 


My Jonathan is dead (oh Jreadful word of Fame ! 


Oh grief! chat I can ſpeak't, and not become the 
ſame!) 


He's dead, and with him all our blooming Hopes 
are gone, 


And many a wonger, which he mucſt have done, 
And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won, 
They're 
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They” re- all\cothe- dark Grave; and ſilencefled 
And never now 'in' ſtory ſhall be'read, 

And'neyer now ſhall take their dare, 


Snatch d nes by the preventing hand of envious 
ate, | 


bod. 4 e 


IX. 


| tordtD 7 
Ah worthy. Prince! would 1 for thee had dyed! 


Ah, would I had thy fatal place ſupplied! F 
I'd then repaid a Life, which to thy gitt I owe, 
| Repaid a Crown, which Friendſhip caugithes to 


forgo : | 
Both Debts, I neer can cancel now : 
Oh, dearer than my Soul ! if I can call it mine, 
For furewe had theſame, *twasyery thine; - + 
Dearer than Lighty or- Life, or Fame; ' 


Or Crowns, or any thing, that can n wiſh, or think, 
orname z 


Brother thou-waſt, but waſt my Friend before, 
_ _*Atd that new Title then could add rio-more : 


Mine 


the Death of Saul and Jonathan. 63 


Mine more than Blood, Alliance, Natures ſelf could 
make, 


Than I, or Fame it ſelf can ſpeak : 
Not yearning Mothers, when: firſt.Throes:they 


feel 
To their young Babes in looks a ſofter Paſſion tell: 
Not artleſs undiſſembling Maids expreſs 
In their laſt dying ſighs ſuch tenderneſs: 
Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtrict Duty bidsme wear 
Firſtin my Breaſt, whom holy Vows make mine,. 
Tho all the Virtues of; a, loyal Wite ſhe bear; 
Could boaſt. an, Union fo near, - 
Could boaſt a Loveſo firm; ſo laſting, ſai Divineo 
So pure is that which:we in Angels find: 
To Mortals here, in Heay/n totheir: own kind : 


» 


So pure, but not more great muſt that bleſt Friend- 
ſhip prove - 


(Could, ah, could I-tothat; wiſhe Place, and'Thee 
remove) | 


Which ſhall for ever joyn our mingled Souls aboye. 


X. Ah 
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Xo 


Ah wretched Iſrael! ah unhappy ſtate ! 

Expos'd to all the Bolts of angry Fite! 
Expos'd to all thy Enemics revengeful hate! 
Whois there left their Fary to withſtand 2 


Whar Champions now to guard thy helpleſs 
Land ?_ 


Whois there lefe inliſted Fields to head 
Thy valiant: Youth, and:lead them on to Viftory ; 
Alas? thy valiant Youth are dead, 
Andall thy brave Commanders too':- 
Lo! howthe Glut, and Riot-of the Grave thus lie, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 


Toright their injur'd Ghoſts _=_ the barbarous | 
Foe! 


Reſt, ye bleſs'd ſhades, i in . cvettaſting th Peace, 
| Whofell your Country's bloody Sacrifice! 
| Forever Sacred be your Memories, 
And may &er long ſome Avenger riſe 
To wipe off Heay'ns and your Diſgrace : 
May 
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- May they theſe proud inſulting Foes 
Waſh oft our ſtains of Honor with their Blood. 
May they ten thouſand-fold repay our loſs ; 


For every Lite a Myriad, every Drop a Flood. 


ODE 


Ariſtotle 1n Athena , 
PARAPHRAS'D. 


I. 


Onour ! thou greateſt Bleſſing in the gitt 
of Heaven, 


Which only art to its chief Darlings given: 


Cheaply with Blood and Dangers art thou 
ſought, 


Nor canſt at any rate be over-bought. 
Thou, ſhining Honor, art the nobleſt chaſe 
. Of all thebraver part of Human Race: 
Thou 
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Thou only art worth living for below, 
And only worth our dying too. 
For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming ſake, 
Does Greece ſuch wond'rous Attions undertake : 
For thee no 'Foils, nor hardſhips ſhe foregoes, 


And Death: amidfſt” ten thouſand ghaſtly Terrors 
WOOCcs., 


So powerfully doſt thou the mind inſpire, 
And kindleſt there ſo generous a fire, 
As makes thy zealous Votaries 
All chings, but Thee deſpiſe ; 
j Makes them the love bf Thee preter 
Before th'enchantments of betwitching Gold, 
it} Before th' embraces of a Parent's arms, 
Before ſoft eaſe, and Love's enticing Charms, 
And all, that Men on Earth moſt valuable hold- 


IT. 


For Thee the Heay'n-born Fercules 
And Leda's fairhtul Twins, in Birth no leſs, 


Ju F 2 So 
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So many mighty Labours underwent, 


And by their God-like Deeds proclaim their high 
Deſcent. 


By thee they reach'd the'bleſt Abode, 


The worthy Prize, for which in Glory's paths they 
trod. | 


By thee great Ajax, and the preater Son 

Of Peleus were cxalted to Renown : 

Envied by the Immortals did they go, 

Laden with triumph to the ſhades below. 
For thee, and thy dear fake 


Did the young Hern#as worthy of 4tarna lately 
ſtake 


His Life in Battcl to the chance of Fate, 
And bravely loſt, what he fo boldly ſet : 
Yet loſt he not his plorious aim, 
But by ſhort death purchas'd eternal Fame: 
The grateful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
And never let it die: 


They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, 


And conſecrate the Hero in immortal Verſe. 


Upon 


» 
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O DE 


I. 


D —_— 


Reat Thou! whom 'tis a Crime almoſt to 
dare to praiſe, 


Whole firm eſtabliſh'd, and unſhaken Glories ſtand, 


And proudly their own Fame command, 


Above our pow'r to lefſen or to raile, 


And all, but the few Heirs of thy brave Genius, 
and thy Bays3 


Hail mighty Founder of our Stage! for ſo I dare 
Enticle thee,, nor any modern Cenfures fear, 
F 3 Nor 
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Nor care what thy unjuſt DetraQtors ſay; - 


They'll ſay perhaps,that others did Materials bring, 
That others did the firſt Foundations lay, 
And glorious 'twas (we orant ) but to begin, 
Bur thou alone could'ſt finiſh the deſign, 
All the fair Model,and the Workmanſhip was thine: 
Some bold Adventrers might have been before, 
Who durſt the unknown world explore, 
By them it was ſurvey'd at diſtant view, || 
And hereand there a Cape, and Line they drew, 
Which only ſery'd as hints, and marks to thee, 
Who waſt reſerv'd to make the full diſcovery : 
Art's Compals to thy painful ſcarch we owe, | 
Whereby thou went'ſt fo far, and we may after gO, 
By that we may Wir's vaſt, and trackleſs Ocean try, | ! 
Centent no longer, as before, 


Dully to coaſt along the ſhore, 


But ſteer a courſe more unconfin'd, and free, d 
Beyond the narrow bounds, that pent Antiquity. l 
| ( 


I]. Neve! 
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8 IT. 


Never till thee the Theater poſleſt 
A Prince with equal Pow'r, and Greatneſs bleft, 
No Government, or Laws it had 
To ſtrengthen and eſtabliſh ir, 
Till thy great hand the Scepter ſway'd, 
JE But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wit : 
Unform'd, and yoid was then its Poeſle, 
Only ſome pre-exiſting Matter we 
Pcrhaps could fee, 
That might farerel what was to be; * 
A rude, and undigeſted Lump it lay, 
Like the old Chaos, c'er the birth of Light, and Day, 
Till thy brave Genius like a new Creator came, 
And undertook the mighty Frame ; 
No ſhuffled Atoms did the well. built work compole, 
If from no lucky hit of blund'ring Chance aroſe 
(As ſomeof this great Fabrick idly dream ) 
F 4 But 
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But wiſe, all-ſeeing Judgment did contrive, 


And knowing Art its Graces give : 
No ſooner did thy Soul with active Force and Fire 
The dull and heavy Mats inſpire, 
Bur ſtrait throughout itler us ſee 
Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And every part did to the whole agree, 


And ſtrait appear'd a beauteous new-made world 
of Poctry. 


II, 


Ler dull, and ignorantPretenders Art condemn 
(Thoſeonly Focsto Art, and Artto them) 
The meer Fanaticks, and Enthuſiaſts in Poetry 
(For Schiſmaticks in that, as in Religion be ) 
Who make'tall Reyclation, Trance, and Dream, 
Ler them deſpiſe her Laws, and think 
That Rules and Forms the Spirit ſtint : 


Thine was no mad, unruly Frenzy of the brain, 


Which juſtly might deſerve the Chain, 


'I way 
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'T'was brisk, and mettled, bur a manag'd Rage, 


Sprightly as vig rous Youth, and cool as temprate 
Age : | 


Free, like thy Will, it did all Force diſdain, 
But ſuftcr'd Reaſon's looſe, and ealie rein, 
By thar it ſuffer'd ro be led, 

Which did not curb Poetick Liberty, bur guide : 
Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculty, 
Untam'd in moſt, and ler at random fly, 

Was wiſely goyern'd, and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reſtraint, and Diſcipline was made endure, 


And by thy calm and milder Judgment brought to 
lure; 


Yet when 'twas at fome nobler Quarry ſen, 
With bold, and row'ring wings it upward went, 
Notleſlſen'd at the greateſt height, 


Not turn'd by the moſt giddy flights of dazling | 
Wits 


I, 
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IV. 


: Nature, and Art together met, and joyn'd, 
Made up the Character of thy great Mind. 
That like a bright and glorious Sphere, 
Appear'd with numerous Stars embelliſh'd or, 


And much of Light to thee, and muchof Influence 
bore, 


This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſe pow'r 
| Turn'ditabout,and did the unerring motions ſteer : 
Concurring both like vital Seed, and Heat, 
The noble Births they joyntly did beger, 

And hard *rwas to be thought, 


Which moſt of force to the great Generation 


brought : 


So mingling Elements compole our Bodies frame, 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air, 
Alike their juſt Proportions ſharo, 


Each undiſtinguiſh'd ſtill remains the fame, 

Yet can't we fay that cither's here, or there, 
But all, we know not how, are ſcatter'd eyery where, 
| V. Sober 
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V. 


Sober,and grave was ſtill the Garbthy Muſe put ons 
No tawdry careleſs ſlattern Dreſs, 
Nor ſtarch'd, and formal with AﬀeS&edneſs, 


Nor the caſt Mode, and Faſhion of the Court, and 
Town; 


But neat, agreeable, and janty 'twas, 
Well fitted, it fate cloſe in every place, 
And all became with an uncommon Air,and Grace: 
Rich, coſtly and ſubſtantial was the ſtuff, 
Not barely ſmooth, nor yet too coarſly rough: 
No refuſe, ill-patch'd Shreds o'th' Schools, 
The motly wear of read, and learned Fools, 


No French Commodity. which now ſo much does 
rake, 


And our own betrer ManufaCture ſpoil, 
Nor was it ought of forein Soil ; 


But Staple all, and all of Engliſh Growth, and 
—_ :- -. - 


What 
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What Flow'rs ſoc'er of Artit had, were found 
No tinſel ſlight Embroideries, 


Burt all appear'd cither the native Ground, 


Or twiſted, wrought, and interwoven with the 
Piece, 


VI. 


Plain Humor, ſhewn with her whole various 
Face, 


Not mask'd with any antick Dreſs, 
Nor ſcrew'd in forc'd ridiculous Grimace 
( The gaping Rabbles dull delight, 
And more the ACtor's than the Poet's Wit ) 
Such did ſhe enter on thy Stage, | 
And ſuch was repreſented to the wond'ring Age: 
Well waſt thou skill'd, and read in human kind, 
In every wild fantaſtick Paſſion of his mind, 
Didſt into all his hidden Inclinations dive 
What each trom Naturc docs receive, 
Or Age, or Sex, or Quality, or Country give; 


What 
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What cuſtom too; that mighty Sorcetels, * 
'Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transfortn 

Enchanted Man to ſeveral monſtrous Images, 
Makes this an odd, and freakiſh Monky turn, 
And that a grave and ſolemn Aſs appear, 

And all a thouſand beaſtly ſhapes of Folly wear : 
Whatc'er Caprice or Whimſic leads awry 
Peryerted, and ſeduc'd Mortality, 

Or does incline, and byaſs.it 


From what's Diſcrect, and Wiſe, and Right, and 
Good and Fit; 


Allin thy faithful Glaſs were fo expreſs d, 
As it they were RefleCtions of thy Breſt, 
As it they had beenſtamp'd on thy own mind, 


And thou the univerſal vaſt Idea of Mankind. 


VII. 
Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy, 
Tho every Diſk, well cook'd by thee, 
Contain'd a plentiful Variety 
Toall that could ſound reliſhing Palats be, 


Each 


78 "upon the Works of Ben, Johnſon, 

Each Regale with new Delicacies did invite, 
Courted the Taſt, and rais'd the Appetite ; 
Whate er freſh dainty Fops in ſeaſon were 
To: garniſh and ſer outthy Bill of Fare, 
(Thoſe never found to fail throughout the year, 
For ſeldom that ill-natur'd Planer rules, 
Thar plagues a Poet with a dearth of Fools ) 
Wharthy ſtrict Obſervation cer ſurvey'd, 


From the fine, luſcious Spark of high, and courtly 
Breed, 


Dowato the dull, inſipid Cit, 
Made thy pleas'd Audience entertainment fit, 


Serv'd up with all the grateful Poignancies of Wit. 


VII. 


Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks of late, 

And ſerve one only year, one only State ; 
Another makes them uſeleſs, ſtale, and out of date ; 

Bur thine were wiſely.calculated fir 

For cach Meridian, every Clime of Wir, 


For 
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For all ſucceeding Time, and after age, - | 
And all Mankind mightthy vaſt Audience fit, - 
And the whole World be juſtly made thy Stage : 


Still they ſhall raking be, and ever new, £ 
Still keep in vogue in ſpire of all the danining Crew5 
Till chelaſt Scene of this | great Theatre, 
Clos d, and ſhut down, | | 
The numerous AQtors all. retire, 3. 4p 


And the grand Play of human Life be done. 


IX. 


Beſhrew thoſe envious tran: who ſeek ro ” blaſt 
thy Bays, 


Who Spors in thy bright vos would find, or 


raiſe, 
And fay it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays n 
Rich in thy ſelf, ro whoſe unbounded ſtore 
Exhauſtcd Nature could vouchſafe no more, 


Thou could'ſt alone the Empire of the Stage main- 
rain,” | | 


Couldſt all its Grandeur, and its Porr ſiiſtain, 
Nor 
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Nor neededſt others Subſidies to pay, 


—_— Tax on forein, or thy native Country 
..;2AY's 


To bear the charges of thy purchas'd Fame, 
But thy own Stock could raiſe the ſame, 
Thy ſole Revenue all the vaſt Expence defray : 
Yet like ſome mighty Conqueror in Poetry, 
' Deſign'd by Fate of choice to be 

Founderof jts new univerſal Monarchy, 

Boldly thou didſt the learned World invade, 

Whilſt all around thy pow'rful Genius ſway'd, 


., Soon vanquiſh'd Rome, and Greece were made 
'fabmit, 


Both were thy humble Triburaries made, 


And thou return'dſt in Triumph with her captive 
Wir. 


X. 
Unjuſt, and more ill-natur'd thoſe, 


Thy ſpiteful, and malicious Foes, 


Who on thy happieſt Talent fix a lye, 


And call that Slowneſs, which was Care, and Indu- 
ſtry. 


Let 
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Let me (with Pride fo to be guity thought) 


Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach, and ſhare thy 
ſhame, | | 


. If Diligence be deem'd a fault, | 
If to be faultleſs muſt deſerye their Blame : 
Judg of thy ſelf alone ( for none there were, 
Could be fo juſt, or could beſo ſevere ) 
Thou thy own Works didſt ſtrictly try 
By known and unconteſted Rules of Poctry, 
And gav'ſt thy Sentence ſtill impartially : 
With rigor thou arraign'dſt each guilty Line, 


And ſpar'd{t no criminal Senſe, becauſe 'twas 
thine : | 


Unbtib'd with Labour, Love, or Self-conceit, 
(For never, or too ſeldom we, 
ObjeRts too near us, our own Blemiſhes can ſee ) 
Thou did{tno ſmall'{t Delinquencies aequit, 


But faw'ſt them to CorreCtion all fubmir, 


Saw'ſt execution done on all conyicted Crimes of 
Wit. 


4 


'G 
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XI. 


Some curious Painter, taught by Artto dare 
(For they with Poets in that Title ſhare) 
When he would undertake a glorious Frame 
Of laſting Worth, and fadelels as his Fame ; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his doubting hand cer he begin, 
And juſtly then proportions every ſtroke, and line, 
And oft hebrings it toreview, 
And ofthe does deface, and daſhes oft anew, 
And mixes Oyls to make the flitting Colours dure, 


To keep 'em from the tarniſh of injurious Time 
ſecure ; 


Finiſh'd at length in all that Care, and Skill can do 
The matchleſs Piece is ſet to publick View, 
Andall ſurpriz'd abour it wond'ring ſtand, 

And tho no name be found below, 
Yer ſtrait diſcern th' unimirable hand, 


And ſtrait they cry tis Titian, or 'tis Angelo: 


So 
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So thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd aft cheap, and caſie 
ways, 


And trod no common road to Praile, 


Would nor with raſh, and ſpeedy Negligence pro- 
ceed, 


( For whocer faw Perfe&tion grow in haſte? 
Or that ſoon done, which muſt for ever laſt 2 ) 
Bur gently did advance with wary heed, 
And ſhew'd that maſtery is moſt in juſtneſs read : 
Nought ever iſſued from thy ſeeming Breſt, 
But what had gone full time, could write exaftly 
beſt, 


And ſtand the —"_ Cenſure, and defie the ri- 
gid'ſt Teſt, 


XII. 


'Twas thus th'Almighty Poet (if we dare 
Our weak, and meaner As with his compare ) 
When he the World's fair Poem did of old deſign, 
That Wotk, which now muſt boaſt no longer date 
than thine ; 


G 2 Tho 
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Tho 'rwas in him alike to will, and do, 


Tho the ſame Word thar ſpoke, could make it 
' _ too, 


Yer would he notſuch quick, and haſty.merhods 
uſe, 


Nor did an inſtant ( which it might ) the great effe& 
produce, | 


Eh 


But when th' All-wiſe himſelf in Council fate, 
' Vouchfaf'd to think and be deliberate, 


When Heaven confider'd, and th' Erernal Wir, and 
Seriſe, 
' Seem'd to take time, and care, and pains, 


It ſhew'd that ſome uncommon Birth, 


That ſomething worthy ofa God was coming forth; 


Nought uncorrect there was, nought faulty 
there, 


No point amiſs did in the large voluminous Piece 
appear, 


And when the glorious Author all furvey' d, 
Survey'd whate'er his mighty Labours made, 
Well-pleas'd he was to find | 
All anſwer'd che great Model,and Idea of his Mind 


Pleas'd 


: 
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Pleas'd at himſelt He in high wonder ſtood, 

And much his Power, and much his Wiſdom n_ 

applaud, 

To ſee how all was Perfe&, all tranſcendent Good. 

XIII. 

Let meaner ſpirits ſtoop tolow precarious Fame, 
Content on groſs and coarſe Applauſe to live, 
And what the dull, and ſenſleſs Rabble give, 
Thou did(t it ſtill with noble ſcorn contemn, 
Nor would ſt that wretched Alms receive, 


The poor ſubſiſtence of ſome bankrupt , ſordid 
name: 


Thine was no empty Vapor, rais Sd beneath, 
| And form'd of common Breath, 
The falſe, and- fooliſh Fire, that's whisk'd about 


By popular Air, and glares awhile, and then goes ; 
out ; 


But *twas a ſolid, whole, and perfect Globe of light, 


That ſhone all over, was all over bright, 


And dar'd all ſullying Clouds, and feat'd no dark- 
__ ning night; 


G 3 Like 
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Like the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 
Who whercſoc'er he does diſplay 
His Sovereign Luſtre, and Majeſtick Ray, 
Strait all the leſs, and petty Glorics nigh 
Vaniſh, and ſhrink away. 


O'erwhelm'd, and ſwallow'd by the greater blaze 
_ of Day; | 


Wichſuch a ſtrong, an awful and viftorious Beam 
Appcar'd, and ever ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by all th' undoubted Race of 
Wir, 


Who only can endure to look on it. 
The reſt o*ercame with too much light, 


With too. much brightneſs dazled, or extinguiſh'd 
quite : 


Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd it now ſhall paſs 
As wide a courſe about the World as he, 
And when his long-repeated Travels ceaſe 
Begin a new, and vaſter Race, 
And ſtill cread round the endleſs Circle of Erernity. 


THE 


THE NINTH 
Of the Third Book of . 


HORACE, 


IMITATE D. 


ES 


A Dialogue betwixt the Poet and Lyd{a. 


Donec gratus eram tibi, Oc. 


I. 


Hor. Hite you for me alone had 
Charms, | 


And none more welcome fill'd your Arms, 
Proud withcontent, I ſlighted Crowns, 
And pitied Monarchs on their Thrones, 


G 4 It. Lyd. 


The ninth ODE of 


IT. 


Lyd. While you thought Lydia only fair, 
And lov'd no other Nymph bur her, -.-. 
Lydia wasihappicr inf your Love, | i 


W.-2 


Than the bleſs'd Virgins are above. 


II, 


Hor. Now Chlees charming Voice, and Art 
Have gain'd'the conqueſt of*my Heart : 

For whom, ye Fates, I'd wiſh to die, 

If mine the Nymphs dear Life might buy. 


IV. 
Lyd. Thyrfis by me. has done the ſame, 
The Youth burns me with mutual Flame : 
For whom a double Death Id bear 3 
Would Fate my deareſt 7hyr/is ſpare. 
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V. 


Hor. But fay, fair Nymph, if I once more 
Beecome your Captive as before? 


Say, K throw off my Chloes chain, bp 
Ang rake you to my Breſt again 2 2. * 


Ay VL... | 


Lyd. N Why then, tho he more bright appear, 

Mote oonſtant than a fixed Starz © © "0 

Tho you than Wind more fickle be; + \ > 3 

And rougher than the Stormy Sea. 
By Heav'n, and all its Pow'rs I vow 

I'd gladly live, and die with you. 


PEE IEEE 


I A ets as 


UPON A 


L A D Y, 


Who by overturning of a Coach, had 
her Coats behind flung up, and what 
was under ſhewn to the View of the 
Company. 


Out of Voiture. 


— 


I. 


Eillis, 'tis own'd, I am your Slave. 

This happy moment dates your Reign ; 

No force of human Pow'r can fave 

- My captive Hears, that wears your chain : 

But 


Upon a Lady, GQ&ce 
But when my Conqueſt you deſign'd ; 
\ Pardon, bright Nymph, if I declare, 


It was unjuſt, and too ſevere, 


Thus to attack me from behind. 


IE 


Againſt the Charms, your Eyes impart, 
With care I had fſecur'd my Heart ; 

On all the wonders of your Face 
Couldſafely, and unwounded paze: 
But now entirely to enthral 

My Breſt, you have expos'd to view 
Another more reſiſtleſs Foe, 

From which I had no guard at all. 


NL 


At firſt aſſault conſtrain'd to yield, 
My vanquiſh'd heart rceſign'd the Field, 
My Freedom to the Conqueror . 
Became a prey that very hour : 
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The ſubtle Traitor, who unſpicd 
Had lurk'd tillnow in cloſe diſpuiſe, 
Lay all his life in ambuſh hid 
At laſt to Kill me by ſurprize. 


IV. 


A ſudden Heat my Breſt inſpir'd, - 
The piercing Flame, like Light'ning, ſent 
From that new dawning Firmament 
Thro every Vein my Spirits fir'd ; 

My Heart, before averſe to Love, 
No longer could a Rebel prove; 

When on the Graſs you gdid diſplay 
Your radiant Bu M 'to my ſurvey, 
And ſham'd the Luſtre of the Day. 


V. 

| The Sunin Heay'n, abaſhd to fee 

A thing more gay, more bright than He, 
Struck with diſgrace, as well he might, 
Thought to drive back the Steeds of Light : 


His 
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His Beams he now thought uſeleſs, grown, 
That better were by yours ſupplied, 
But having once ſeen your Back-ſide, 
For ſhame he durſt not: ſhew his own. 


VI. 
Forſaking eyery Wood, and Grove, 
The Sylvans raviſh'd at the fight, 
In preſſing Crowds about you trove, 
Gazing, and loſt in wonder quite: 
Fond Zephyr ſeeing your rich ſtore 
Of Beauty undeſcried before, 
Enamor'd of each lovely Grace, 
Before his own dear Flora's face, 
Could nor forbear to kiſs the place. 


VII. 
The beauteous Queen of Flow'rs, the Roſe, 
In bluſhes did her ſhame diſcloſe : | 
Pale Lillies droop'd, and hung their Heads, 
And ſhrunk for fear into their Beds : | 


The 
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| The amorous Narciſſus too, 


Reclaim'd of fond ſelf-loye by you, 
His former vain defire caſhier'd, 
And your fair Breech alone admir'd. 


VIII. 


When this bright ObjeCt greets our ſight, 
All others loſe their Luſtre quite: 

Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch pointed Rays, 
And all the Beauties of your Face, 

Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 

Ar the approach of brighter Day, 

No more regard, or value bear, 


But when its Glories diſappear. 


IX. 


Of ſome ill Qualities they tell, 
Which juſtly give me cauſe to fear ; 
But that, which moſt begers deſpair, 
It has no ſenſe of Love at all : 


Upon a Lady, &c. 
More hard than Adamant it is, 


They fay, thatno Impreſſion takes, 
It has no Ears, nor any Eyes, 
And rarely, very rarely ſpeaks. 


X, 


Yet I muſt loy't, and own my Flame, 

Which to the world Ithus rehearſe, 

Throughout the ſpacious coaſts of Fame 

To = 

No other ſubject, or deſign 

Hencetorth ſhall be my Muſes Theme, 
Bur with juſt Praiſes to proclaim 

The faireſt ARSE, that cer was ſcen, - 


recorded in my Verſe: 


XI. 


In pity gentle Phi//is hide 
The dazling Beams of your Back-ſide; 
For ſhould they ſhine unclouded long, 

All human kind would be undone. 


- a Tpon a Lady, &c. 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 
That reign abovethe ſtarry Sky, 
Should they turn up to open view 
All their immortal Tails, can ſhew 
An Arſe h ſo divine as you. 
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C ATU LLUS 


E PI G R. VII 
IMITATED. 


tc 


— — 


Queris quot mihi Baſiationes, &c. 
| N AY, Lesbia, never ask me this, 


Faith, *tis a queſtion hard totell, 


How many Kiſles will ſuffice ? 


Exceeding hard; for you as well 
May ask what ſums of Gold ſuffice 
The greedy Miſcr's boundleſs Wiſh : 
Think what drops the Ocean ſtore, 
With all the Sands, that make its Shore: 
Think what Spangles deck the Skies, 
When Heaven looks with all its Eyes: 
mo Oc 


gs | Catallus Epigram 7. 
Or think how many Atoms came 

To compoſe this mighty Frame: - 
Let all theſe the Counters be, 

To tell how oft I'm Kiſs'd by thee: 
Till no malicious Spy can gueſs 

To what vaſt height the Scores ariſe; 
Till weak Arithmetick grow ſcant, 


And numbers for the reck'ning want : 
All theſe will hardly be enough 


For me ſtark ſtaring mad with Love. 


” 


SOME 


|ELE GIE S 


OUT OF 
OVID'S Amours, 
—— Oo 


fe ack 


Book i Bove'y IV. 


——. 


—— 


That he loves Women of all from and ſizes. 


E Non ego, mendoſos anſim defendere mores, &c. 


TFOFT I, | never vainly durſt pretend, 
N My Follies, and my Frailties to defend : 
I own my Faults, it it avail to own, 


While like a graceleſs wretch I ſtill go on : 
—# LOT I hate 


— 


\ 
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I hate my ſelf, but yer in ſpite of Fate 


Am fain to be that loathed thing I hate; 


In vain I would ſhake off this load of Love, 


Too hard to bear, yet harder to remove : 


I want the ſtrength my fierce Deſires to ſtem, 


Hurried away by the i impetuous ſtream. 


'Tis not one Face alone ſubdues my Hearr, 


But cach wears Charms, and every Eye a Dart : 


And whereſoe'er I caſt my Looks abroad, 


In every place I-find Temptations ſtrow'd. 

| Themodeſt kills me with her down-caſt Eyes, & 
And Love his ambuſh lays in that diſguile. 

The brisk allures me with her gaity, 

And ſhews how Active ſhe in. Bed will be: 

It Coy, like cloyſter'd Virgins, ſhe appears, 

She bur diſſembles, what ſhe moſt deſires : 

If ſhe be vers'd in Arts, and deeply read, 

I long to get a Learned Maidenhead : 

Or if untaught, and Ignorant ſhe be, 


She takes me then with her ſimplicity: » 
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One likes my Verſes, and commends each Line, 


And ſwears that Cowley's are but dull to mine : 
Her in mere Gratitude I muſt approve, 

For who, but would his. kind Applauder love? 
Another damns my Poetry, and me, 

And plays the Critick moſt judiciouſly : 

And ſhe too fires my Heart, and ſhe too charms, 
And I'm agog tg have her in my arms. 
One with her foft and wanton Trip does pleaſe, 
 Andprints in every ſtep, ſhe ſcts, a Grace : 
Another walks with ſtiff ungainly tread ; 

Bur ſhe may learn more pliantneſs abed, 

This ſweetly ſings ; her Voice does Loye inſpire, 
And evry Breath kindles, and blows the fire : 
Who can forbear to kiſs thoſe Lips, whoſe ſound 
The raviſh'd Ears does with ſuch ſoftneſs wound? 
That ſweetly plays: and whilc her Fingersmove, 


Whilc o'er the' bounding Strings their rouches 
rove, 


My Heart leaps too, and every Pulſe bears Love: 


H 3 Whar 
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What Reaſon is ſo pow'rtul to withſtand 
The magick force of that refiſtlels Hand > 


\ Another dances to a Miracle, 


And moves her numerous Limbs with graceful 
$kill : 


And ſhe, or clſe the Devil's in't, muſt charm, 

A touch of her would bed-rid Hermits warm. 
If rall; I gueſs what plenteous Game ſt ell yield, } » 
Where Pleaſure ranges o'er ſo widea Field ; KC 
I: low; ſhe's pretty : both alike invite, 

The Dwarf, and Giant both my wiſhes fir, 
Undreſs'd ; 1 think how killing ſhe'd appear, 
Tf arm'd with all Advantages ſhe were ? 

Richly attir'd; ſhe's the gay bait of Love, 

And knows with Art to ſet her Beauties off. , 
T like the Fair, F like the Red-hair'd one, 

And I can find atrxgattions in the Brown : 

If curling Jet adorn her ſnowy Neck, 
The beautcous Leda is reported Black : 
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If curling Gold 3 Aurord's painted fo : 


All forts of Hiſtories my love dges know. 
[ like the young with all her blooming Charms, 
And Ageit ſelf is welcome tomy Arms : 

There uncropt Beauty in its flow'r aſfails, 
Experience here, and riper ſenſe prevails. 

I fine, whatever of the Sex are known 

To ſtock this ſpacious and well-furniſh'd Town ; 
Whatever any ſingle man canind 

Agrecable of all the num'rous kind : 

At all alike my haggard Love does fly, 

And each-is Game, and cach a Miſs for me. 


—_— 


—— 
——_——— —_— —_— mm 
—_ —— —— —— —— _ 
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Book II Eregcyr V. 


To his Miſtriſs that jilted him. 


 _ 


LO m—_— ——— _— 
AD 


Nullus amor tanti eſt : abeas pharetrate Cupido, G©c. 


| AY then the Devil take all Love! if I 
So oft for its damn'd ſake muſt wiſh to die! 


What can I wiſh for but to die, when you, 


Dear faithleſs Thing, I find, could prove untrue? 


Why amlT cursd with Lite? why am I fain 


For thee, falſe Jilt, to bear eternal Pain ?} 


*Tis not thy Letters, which thy Crimes reveal, 
Nor ſecret Preſents, which thy Falſhood tell :. 
Would God! my juſt ſuſpicions wanted cauſe, 
That they might prove leſs fatal to my caſe: 
Would God! leſs colour for thy guilt there were, 

' But chat (alas|) too much of proof docs bear: 
MO 3 0 | Bleſs 


bore : 


ELEGTES. 


Blels'd he, who what he loves can juſtifie, 


To whom his Miſtriſs can the Fatt deny, 
And boldly give his Jealouſie the lye. 

Cruel the Man, and uncompaſſionate, 

And too indulgent r&his own Regret, 

Who ſeeks to have her ouilt roo maniteſt, 

And with the murd'ring fecret ſtabs his Reſt. 

I ſaw, when little you ſuſpefted me, 

When ſleep, you thought, gaye opportunity, 
Your Cimes I ſaw, and theſe unhappy eyes 
Ot all your hidden'ſtealths were Witneſles: 


I ſaw in ſigns your matual Wiſhes read, 


I ſaw the conſcious Board, which writ all o'cr 
With ſcrawls of Wine, Loves myſtick Cypher 


] underſtood the Language out of hand, 


05 


And Nods the meſlage of your hearts convey'd: 


Your Glances were not mute, but each bewray'd, 


And with your Fingers Dialogues were madc: 


( For what's too hard for Loye to underſtand ? ) 


Full 
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Full well I underſtood {or what intent 


All this dumb Talk, and filent Hints were meant: {1 
And now the Gheſts were from the Table: fled, 
And all the Company retir'd to bed. 
I ſaw you then with wantog Kifles greer, 
Your Tongues (Ifaw) did in your Kiſſes meet: 
| Not fuch as Siſters to their Brothers give, 
But Lovers from their Miſtriſſes receive : | 
Such as the God of War, and Paphiau Quorn | 
Did in the height of their Embraces joyn. | 
Patience, ye Gods! ( cried T) what st 1 {Þ. 
 Onfaithful ! why this Treachery to me 2 


How dare you let another in my fight 
Invade my natize Property, and Right 2 

He muſt not, ſhall not dot : by Love I ſwear 
Til feize the bold uſurping Raviſher : { 
Tou are my Free hold, and the Fates deſign, 
That you ſhould be unalienably mine : 


Theſe Favours all tome impropriate are : 


How comes another then to treſpaſs here 2 


This, 
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This, and much more I faid, by Rage inſpir'd, 


While conſcious ſhame her Checks with Bluſhes 
_* fiard: 

Such lovely ſtains the face of Heav'n adorn, 

I When Lighr's firſt bluſhes paint the baſhful Morn: 

$0 on the Buſh the flaming Roſe does glow, 


When mingled with the Lillies neighb'ring Snow : 

This, or-ſome other Colour, much like theſe, 

The ſemblance then of her Complexion was : 

And while her Looks that ſweet Diſorder wore 

Chance added Beauties undiſclosd before : 

Upon the ground ſhe caſt her jetty Eyes, 

Her Eyes ſhot fiercer Darts in that Diſguiſe : 

Her Face a ſad and mournful Air expreſs'd, 

Her Face more lovely ſeem'd in ſadneſs dreſs'd: 
Urg'd by Revenge, I hardly could forbear, 

Her braided Locks, and render Cheeks to tear: 

Yet I no ſooner had her Face ſurvey d, 

But ſtrait the tempeſt of my Rage was laid : 


Alook 
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A look of her did my reſentments charm, 

A look of her did all their Force diſarm : 

And I, that fierce outrageous thing ere-while, 
Gro calm as Infants, when in ſleep they ſmile: 
And now a Kiſs am humbly fain to crave, 

And beg no worle than ſhe my Riyal gave: 

. She ſmil'd, and ſtrait a throng of Kiſſes preſt, 


The worſt of which, ſhould Jove himſelf but 
taſte, 


The brandiſh'd Thunder from his Hand would 
wrelt : 


Wecll-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 


For fear my envicd Rival felt them fo: 

Better they ſeem'd by far than I c'cr taught, 

And ſhe in them ſhew'd ſomething new merhought: 
Fond jealous I my ſelf the Pleaſure grutch, 


And they Hilpleasd, becauſe they pleas'd too 
much: * 


. When in wy mouth [ felt her darting Tongue, 


My wounded Thoughts it with ſuſpicion ſtung : 


Not 


| 


| 
| 


le: 


Il 
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Nor is it this alone afflicts my mind, 
More reaſon for complaint remain behind : 
[ grieve not only that ſhe Kiſſes oave, | 
Tho that affords me cauſe enough to grieve : 
Such never could be taught her bur in Bed, 
And Heay'n knows what Reward her Teacher had. 


/ |. 


TITo—R - 


— 
_—_— —_ TO  —_ 
o 


Boox IL Eretcr Xx. 


”= wa nm 


To a Friend, 


Acquainting him, that he is in Love with 
ewo at one time. 


— 


* 
— — 


' Tumihi,tucerte ( memint ) Grecine, negabas, &c. 


'VVE heard, my Friend, and heard it ſaid by you, 
No Man at once could ever well love two: 
But I was much deceiy'd upon that ſcore, 
For ſingle I at once love one, and more: 
Two at one time reign joyntly in my Breſt, 
Both handſom arc, both charming, both well: 
dreſs'd 


And hang me, if I know, which rakes me beſt : 
This 


ELEGISS. 11 
This fairer is than that, and thaSthan this, 


1 / 


That more than this, and this than that Joes pleaſe+ 
Toſt, like a Ship, by diffrent guſts of Love, 
Now to this point, and now to that I moye. 
Why, Love, why doſt thou double thus my pains? 
Was't not enough to bear one Tyranr's chains ? 
Why, Goddeſs, do'ſt thou vainly laviſh more 
1 | onone, that was top-full of Love before ? 

Yet thus I'd rather love, than nor ar all, 

May that ill Curſe my Enemies befal : 

May my worſt Foe be damn'd to love of none, 

Be damn'd to Contincnce, and lie alone : 
' | LetLoves alarms cach nighr diſturb my Reſt, 
And drowſie ſleep never approach my Breſt, 
Or ſtrait-way thence be by new Pleaſure chag'd. 
Ler Pleaſures in ſucceſſion keep my Senſe 
Ever awake, or ever in a Trante: 
Let me lic nielting in my fair One's Artns, 


Riot in bliſs, and ſurfeit on her Charms: 
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Let her undo me there without controul]; 
Drain Nature quite, ſuck out my very Soul : 


And, if by oneI can't enough be drawn, 


Give me another, clap more Leeches on. 

The Gods have made me of the ſporting kind, 
And for the Feat my Pliant Limbs deſign'd : 
What Nature has in Bulk to me denied, 

In Sinews, and in vigor is ſupplied: 

And ſhould my Strength be wanting rodefire, 
Pleaſure would add new Fewel to the Fire : 

Ott in ſoft Battels haveI ſpent the Night, 

Yet roſe next Morning vig'rous for the Fight, 
Freſh as the Day, and active as the Light, 

No Maid, that ever under me took pay, 

From my Embrace went unoblig'd away. 

Bleſs'd he, who in Loves ſervice. yields his Breath, 
Granr me, ye Gods, ſo ſweet, ſo wiſh'd a death! T 
In bloody Fields [er Soldiers meet their Fate, 

To purchaſe dear-bought Honor at the rate: 
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Let greedy Merchants truſt the faichleſs Main, 
And ſhipwrack Life and Soul for ſordid pain ? 
Dying, let me expire in gaſpsof Luſt, 
Andin a guſh of Joy give up the ghoſt : 
And ſome kind pitying Friend ſhall ſay of me, 
$o did he live, and ſo deſerv'd to die. 


MY 


A FracmeEenT of 


PETRONIUS 


PARAPHRAS'D, 


Fada eſt in coitu, & brevis voluptas, Wc. 


Hate Fruition, now 'tis paſt, 
I 'Tis all but naſtineſs at beſt ; 
The homelieſt thing, that Man can do, 
Beſides, 'tis ſhort, and flecting too : 
A ſquirt of ſlippery Delight, 
That with a moment takes its flight, 
A fulſom Bliſs, that ſoon does cloy, 
And make us loath what we enjoy. 
Then let us not too eager run, 


By Paſſion blindly hurried on, 


” 
A Fragment of Petronius. © 115 


Like Beaſts, who nothing better know, 


Than what meer Luſt incites them to : 
For when in Floods of Love we're drenchd, 
The Flames are by enjoyment quench'd : 
But thus, let's thus togethet lie, 
And kiſs out long Etcthity': 
Here we dread no conſcious ſpies, 
No bluſhes ſtain our guiltleſs Joys : 
Here-no Faintneſs dulls Defires, 
And Pleaſure never flags, nor tires: 
This has pleas: 'd, and pleaſes now, ' 
And for Ages willdofo: 

Enjoyment here is never done, 


But freſh, and always but begun. 


A N 


O D E 


ANACREON, 


PARAPHR ASP. 


m—_———— 


The CUP. 


Toy ayer Toptuozs, OC." 


Ake me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
M Large, as my capacious Soul, 
Vaſt, as my thirſt is; let it have 

Depth enough to be my Grave; 


F 


An ODE of eAnacreon. 


I mean the Grave of all my Care, 


For I intend to bury't there, 

Let it of Siver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of Me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars : 
That Cup which Heaven deign'd a place; 
Next the Sun its greateſt Grace. 

Kind Cup! that to the Stars did go, 
Tolight poor Drunkards here below : 

Let mine be ſo, and give melight, 

That I may drink, and revel by: 

Yet draw no ſhapes of Armour there, 

No Cask, nor Shield, nor Sword, nor Spear, 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of T7 roy, 
Nor any other martial Toy : 

for what do I vain Armour prize, 

Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe, 

Bur gentler Sicges, ſofter Wars, 


tights, that cauſe no Wounds, or Scars? 


I 3 
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T!] have no Battels on my Plate, 
Leit ſight of them ſhould Brawls create, 
Leſt that provoke to Quarrels too, 
Which Wine it ſelf enough can do, 
Draw me no Conſtellations there, 

No Ram, nor Bull, nor Dog, nor Bear, 
Nor any of that monſtrous fry 

Of Animals, which ſtock the sky : 
For whatare Stars to my Deſign, 
Stars, which I, when drunk, out-ſhine, 
Out-ſhone by every drop of Wine ? 

T lack no Pole-Star on the Brink, 

To guide in the wide Sea of Drink, 
But would for ever there be toſt ; 

And wiſh no Haven, feck no Coaſt. 
Yet, gentle Artiſt, if thou'lt try 

Thy Skill, then draw me (let me ſee ) 
Draw me firſt a ſpreading Vine, 
Make its Arms the Bowl entwine, 


An ODE of ,Amacreon, 
With kind embraces, ſuch as I 
Twiſt about my loving ſhe. 

Let its Boughs o're-ſpread above 
Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love: 
Draw next the Patron of that Tree, 
Draw Bacchus, and ſoft Cupid by ; 
Draw them both in toping Shapes, 
Their Temples crown'd with cluſter'd Grapes : 
Make them lean againſt the Cup, 

As *cwere to keep their Figures up: 

And when their reeling Forms I view, 

Fl think them drunk, and beſo too: 

The Gods ſhall my examples be, 

The Gods, thus drunk in Effigy. 


—_— — 


An Alluſion to 


MARITAL. 
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8. 


DO — 
_— 


S oft, Sir Tradewel, as we meer, 
| You'r ſure to ask me in the ſtreet, 


When you ſhall ſend your Boy to me, 


Tofetch my Book of Poetry, 
And promiſe you'll bur rcad it o'er, 
And faithfully the Loan reſtore: 
But let metell ye asa Friend, 


You need not take the pains to ſend : 


'Tis a long way to where I dwell, 
Ar-farther end of Clarkenwel : 


There 


An Allufion to Martial. I2L 
There in a Garret near the Sky, 
| Above five pair of Stairs | lie. 
But, it you'd have, what you pretend, 
You may procure it nearer hand : 
In Corahil, where you often po, 
Hard by th' Exchange, there js, you know, 
A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſec 
The Poſts all clad in Poetry; 
There F 
The notedſit TORY in the Town: 


lives of high renown, 


Where, if you pleaſe, enquire for me, 
And he, or's Prentice, preſently 

From the next Shelf will reach you down 
The Piece well bound for half a Crown : 
The Price is much too dear, you cry, 

To give for both the Book, and me : 

Yes doubtleſs, for fuch yanities, 


We know, Sir, you are tootoo wile. > 


THE 


THE 


DRE A M-. 


_—_—. 
% 


« 


Written, March 10. 1677. 


—_—_ 


Ir as I on-my Bed repofing lay, 


And in ſoft ſieep forgot the Toils of Day, 
' My ſelf, my Cares, and Love, all charmid to Reſt, 
And all the Tumulrs of my waking Breſt, 
Quict and calm, as was the ſilent Night, 
Whoſe ſtillneſs did to that bleſsd fleep invite; 
I dreamt, and ſtrait this viſionary Scene 
DidFvith delight my fancy entertain. 

I ſaw, methought, a lonely Privacy, 


Remore alike from mans, and Heavens Eye, 
3 Girt 
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4 Girt with the covert of a ſhady Grove, 

Dark as my thoughts, and ſecret as my Love: 

Hard by a Stream did with that ſoftneſs creep, 

As twere by its own murmurs huſh aſleep 3 


On its green Bank under a ſpreading Tree, 
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At once a pleaſant, and a ſhelt'ring Canopy, * 


There I, and there my dear Coſmelia fate, 
Nor enyied Monarchs in our ſafe Retreat : 


So heretofore were the firſt Lovers laid 


On the ſame Turf of which themſelves were made. 


A while I did her charming Glories view, 


Which to their former Conqueſts added new ; 


A while my wanton hand was plcasd to rove 


Thro all the hidden Labyrinths of Love 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes on her Lips I fix'd, 


Which ſhe with interfering Kiſſes mix'd, 
Eager as thoſe of Lovers are in Death, 


When they give up their Souls too with the Breath, 


Love by theſe Freedoms firſt became more bold, 


Art length unruly, and too fierce to hold: - 


See 
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See then (faid 1) and pity, charming Fair, 


Treld quickly, yield, I can no longer bear 

Th impatient Sallies of a Bliſs ſo near : 

Tou muſt, and you alone. theſe ſtorms appeaſe, 

And lay thoſe Spirits which your Charms could raiſe ; 
Come, and in equal Floods let's quench our flame, 
Come let's ——and unawares I went to name 


The Thing, bur ſtopt and bluſh'd merhought in 


Dream. 
_ Ar firſt ſhe did the rude Addreſs diſown, 
And check'd my Boldnefs with an angry Frown, 


Bur yielding Glances, and conſenting Eycs 


Prov'd the ſoft Traitors to her forc'd Diſpuile; 


And ſoon her looks with anger rough cre while, 


Sunk in the dimples of a calmer ſmile : 


Then with a ſigh into theſe words ſhe broke, 


And Printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke: 


Too flrong, Philander, i thy pow'rful Art 
To take a feeble Maids i{l-guarded Heart : 
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Too long Poe flruggled with my Bliſs in vain, 
Too long oppos'd what T oft wiſh'd to gain, 
Loath to conſent, yet loather to deny, 
At once I court, and ſhun Felicity : 


I cannot, will not yield; and yet I muſt, 
Leſt to my own Defires T prove unjuſt 3 

Sweet Raviſher ! what Lowe commands thee, do ; 
Tho I'm diſpleas'd, I ſhall forgive thee too, 


Too well thou know '/; —and there my hand he 
preſs'd, ; 


And ſaid no more, but bluſh'd and ſmil'd the Y | 

Raviſhd at the new grant, fierce cager.] . ... * 
Leap'd furious on, and ſcizd my trembling Prey; 
With guarding Arms ſhe firſt my Force repell'd, ; - 


Shrunk, and drew back, and would not ſeem. to 
yield 3 


Unwilling to o'ercome, ſhe faintly ſtrove, 
One hand pull'd ro, what rother did'remoye : 
90 feeble are the ſtruglings, and fo weak 


In ſleep we ſeem, and only ſleep to make: 
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Forbear ! (ſhe faid) ah, gentle Touth, forbear 

( And ſtill ſhe hug'd, and claſp'd me ſtill more near) 
Ah! will you ? will you force my Ruin ſo? 


Ah! do wot, do not, do not; — let me go. 
What follow'd was above the pow'r of Verſe, 
| Above the reach of Fancy to rehearſe: 
Not dying Saints enjoy ſuch Extaſies, 
When they in Viſion antedate their Bliſs; 
Not Dreams of a young Prophet are ſo bleſs'd, 
When holy Trances firſt inſpire his Breſt, 
And the God enters there to be a Gueſt. 
Let duller Mortals other Pleaſures prize, 
Pleafures which enter at the waking Eyes, 
Might I cach Night ſuch ſweet Enjoyments find, 
Td wink for ever, be for ever blind. 
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TOUCHING T | 
NOBILITY. | 


' Out of Monſieur BOTTLE A 0Q. 


IS granted, that Nobikty in Man, mr 
T Is no wild flutt'ring Notion of the Brain, 
Where he, deſcended of an ancient Race, 
Which along train of numerous Worthies grace, 
By Virtues R ules guiding his ſteddy Courſe, 
Traces the ſteps of his bright Anceſtors. 


Bur yetI can'r endure an haughty Aſs, 
Debauch'd wich Luxury, and ſlothful Eaſe, 


Who 


- 
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Who beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 
Has no pretence to any thing of Worth, 


Shou'd proudly wear the Fame, which others 
ſought, 


And boaſt of Honor which himſelf ncer got. 
grant, the Aﬀts which his Forefathers did | 
Have furniſh'd matterfor old ; Hollinſbead, 
For which their Scutcheon, by the Congu ror grac'd 
Still bears a Lion Rampant for its Creſt: 
Bur what does this vain maſs of Glory boot 
To be the Branch of ſuch a noble Root, 
If he of all the Heroes of his Linc 
Which inthe Regiſter of Story ſhine, 
. Canoffer nothing to the World's regard, 


But mouldy Parchments which the Worms have 
ſpar'd? 


If ſprung, as he pretends, of noble Race, 
He does his own Original diſgrace, 
And, ſwoln with ſelfiſh Vanity and Pride, 


To greatneſs has no orher claim beſide, 
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But ſquanders life, and ſleepaway his days, 
Diſſolv'd in Sloth, and ſteep'd in ſenſual calc ? 
Mean while to ſee how much the Arrogant 
Boaſts the falſe Luſtre of his high deſcent, 
You'd fancy him Comptroller of the Sky, 
And fram'd by Heay'n of other Clay than me. 
Tell me, great Hero, you, thatwould- be thought 
So much aboverthe mean, and humble Rour. ' 
Ot all che Creatures which do men eſteem ? 
And which would you your ſelf the nobleſt deem 2 
Pur caſe of Horſe : No doubt, you'll anſwer ſtrait, 
The Racer, which has often'ſt won the Plate : 
Who full of mettle, and of ſprightly Fire, 
Is never diſtanc'd in the fleet Career: 
Him all the Rivals of New-market dread, 
And crowds of Vent'rers ſtake upon his Head : 
Burt if the Breed of Dragoy, often caſt, 
Degenerate, and prove a Jade at laſt ; 
Nothing of Honor, or reipe&t (we ſee ) 
ls had of his high Birth, and Pedierce : 
K HT 
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But mayugre all his great Progenitors, 

The worthleſs Brute is baniſh'd from the Courle, 

Condemn'd for Life to ply the dirty Road, 

To drag ſome Cart, or bear ſome Carricr's Load, 
Then how can you with any ſenſe expett 

- That I ſhould be fo filly-to reſpect 

The ghoſt of Honor, periſh'd long ago, 

Thar's quite extin&&, and lives no more in you ? 

Such gaudy Trifles with the Fools may paſs, 

Caught with mere ſhew, and vain Appearances: 

Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heaven deſign'd, 

That's always ſtampt upon a noble mind : 

If you from ſuch illuſtrious Worthies came, 

By copying them your high ExtraC@t proclaim : 

Shew us thoſe generous Heats of Gallantry, 

Which Ages palt did in thoſe Worthies ſee 5 

That zeal for Honor, and that brave diſdain, 

' Which ſcorn'd to do an Aion baſe, or mean : 

Do-you appiy your Intereſt aright, 


| Not to oppreſs the Poor with wrongſul Might? 
Would 
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Would you make Conſcierfte to peryerrt the Laws, 
Tho brib'd ro do't, or urgd by your own Cauſe? 
Dare you, when juſtly tajl'd, expend your Blood 
In ſervice for your King's and Countrics good ? 
Can you in open Field in Armour ſleep, 
And there meet danger in the ghaſtlieſt ſhape ? 

By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 
You're truly iſſued of a noble kind : 
Then fetch your Line from A/banad, or Kunte, 
Or, it theſe are too freſh, from older Brute : 
Ar leiſure ſearch all Hiſtory to find 


Some great and glorious Warriour to your mind : 


Take Ceſar, Alexander, which you pleaſe, 

To be the mighty Founder of your Race: 

| In yain the World your Parentage bely, 

That was, or ſhould have been your Pedigree. 
Bur, if you could with eaſe derive your Kin 

| From Hercules himſelf in a right Line; 

It yet there nothing in your AtQtions be, 

Worthy the name of your high Progeny 3 
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_ theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, 
Againſt you arc a cloud of Witneſſes : 

Andall the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd Fame 
Serves bur to light and maniteſt your Shame : 
In vain you urge the mcrir of your Race, 


And boaſt that Blood, which you your ſelves de- 
baſe. 


In vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 
The Spoils, and Plunder of another's Fame ; 
If, where I look'd for ſomething Great, and Brave, 
I meer with nothing buta Fool, or Knave, 
A Traitor, Villain, Sycophant, or Slaye, 
A ſreakiſh Madman, fit to be confin'd, 
Whom Bedlam only can to order bind, 
Or (to ſpeak all at once) a barren Limb, 
And rotten branch of an illuſtrious Stem. 

But I. am too ſevere, perhaps you'll think, 
And mix too much of Satyr with my Ink : 
We ſpeak to men of Birth, and Honor here, 


And thoſe nice Subje&s mult be touch'd with care: 


Cry 


A SATTR touching Nobility. I 33 
Cry mercy, Sirs! Your Racf, we grant, is known; 
Bur how far backwards can you trace it down? 
You anſwer: For atleaſt a thouſand year, 

And ſome odd hundreds you can make't appear : 
Tis much: Bur yet in ſhort the proofs areclear : 
All Books with your Fore-fathers Titles ſhine, 


Whoſe names have ſcapd the general wreck of 
Time : 


But who is there fo bold, that dares cngage 
His Honor, that in this long Tract of Age 
No-one of all his Anceſtors deceas'd 

Had eer the fate to find a Bride unchaſt ? 
That they have all along Lucretia's been, 
And nothing ca of ſpurious Blood crept in, 
To mingle and defile the Sacred Line ? 

| Curs'd be theday, when firſt this vanity 
Did primitive ſimplicity deſtroy, 
In the bleſs'd ſtare of infant time, unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone : 
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Each from his merit only Title drew, 


And that alone made Kings, and Nobles too : 


Then, ſcorning borrow'd Helps toprop his Name, 
The Hero from himſelf deriv'd his Fame : 

But merit by degenerate time at laſt, 

Saw Vice ennobled, and herſelf debas'd: 

And haughry Pride falſe pompous Titles feign'd, 
T*amuſe the World, and Lord it o'er mankind: 
Thence the vaſt Herd of Earls, and Barons came, 
For Virtue each brouyht nothing but a Name : 
Soon aſter Man, fruitful in Vanities, 

Did Blazoning and Armory deviſe, 

Founded a College for the Herald's Arr, 

And madea Language of their Terms aparr, 
Compos'd of irightſul words, of Chzef, and Baſe, 
Of Chevron, Saltier, Canton, Bend, and Feſs, 
And whatſoc'er of hid2ous Jargon elle 

Ma. Gilliam, and his barbarous Volume fills. 


- 'Then farther che wild Folly to purſue, 


Plain down-right Honor out of faſhion grew : 


But 
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But to keep up its Dignity, and Birth, | 
Expence, and Luxury mult ſerit forth : 

It muſt inhabit ſtately Palaces, 


Diſtinguiſh Servants by their Liveries, 
And carrying vaſt Retinues up and down, 


The Duke and Earl be by their Pages known. 
Thus Honor to ſupport it {elf is brought 

To its laſt ſhifcs, and thence the Art has got 

Of borcowing every where, and paying nought : 

. Tis now thought mean, and much beneach a Lord 

To be an honeſt Man, and keep his Word ; 

Who, by his Pecrage, and ProteCtion fate, 

Can plead the Privilege to bea Knave : 

While daily Crowds of ſtarving Creditors 

Are forc'd to dance attendance at his doors : 

Till he at length with all his mortgag'd Lands 

Are forfeited into the Banker's hands : 

Then to redreſs his wants, the bankrupt Pecr 


To ſome rich trading Sor, turns Penſioner : 
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And the next News, you're ſure to hear that he 


Is nobly wed into the Company : 
Where for a portion of ill gotten Gold, 
Himlſelt and all his Anceſtors are fold : 
And thus repairs his broken Family 
At the expence of his own Infamy. 

For if you want Eſtate to ſet it forth, 
In vain you boaſtthe ſplendor of your Birth : 
Your priz'd Gentility for madncſs goes, 
And each your Kindred ſhuns and diſavows : 
Bur he thar's rich is prais'd ar his full rare, 
And tho he once cry'd Sma/-ceal in the ſtreet, 
Tho he, nor one of his c'cr mention'd were, 
Bur in the Pariſh Book, or Regiſter. 

D 


An hundred Barons of his ancient Race. 


le by help of Chronicle ſhall trace 
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A 
SAT Y R. 
Addreſsd to a Friend that is about 


to leave the Univerſity, and come 


abroad in the World. 


F you're ſo out of love with Happinefs, 
| % quit a College-lite, and learned caſes 
Convince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons give, 
What methods and deſigns you'll take to live : 
For ſuch Reſolves arc needful in the Cale, 
Before you tread the worlds myſterious Maze: 
Wirhout the Premiſics in vain you'll try 
To live by Syſtems of Philoſophy : 

Your Ariſtotle, Cartes, and Le-Grand, 
And Emnclid too in little ſtead will ſtand, 


H JW 
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How many men of choice, and noted parts, 
Well fraught with Learning, Languages, and Arts, 
Deſigning high Preterment in their mind, 
And little doubting good ſucceſs to find, 


With vaſt and tow'ring thoughts haye flock to 
Town, 


Butto their coſt ſoon tound themſelves undone, 


Now to repent, and ſtarve at leiſure lefr, 
Of Miſeries laſt Comfort, Hope, berctt 2 

Theſe fail'd for want of good Advice, you cry, 
Becauſe at firſt they fix'd on no employ : 
Well then, let's draw the Proſpect, and the Scene 
To all adyantage poſſibly we can: 
The world lies now before you, let me hear, 
What courſe your Judgment counſels you to ſteer 
Always confider'd, that your whole Eſtate, | 
And all your Fortune lies beneath your Har : 
Were you the Son of fome rich Uſurer, 


That ſtary'd, and damn'd himſelf ro make his Heir, 


Left 
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Lefr nought to do, but to intetr the Sot, 

And ſpend with eaſe what he with pains had got; 
Twerecaſlle to adviſe how you might live, 

Nor would there need inſtruCtion then to give : 


But you, that boaſt of no Inhericance, 


Save that ſmall ſtock , which lies within your 
Brains, 


Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh 
With heed, how you your Game the beſt may 
play; 

Bcthink your ſelf a while, and then propoſe 
What way of Life is fitr'ſt for you to chooſe, 

If you for Orders, and a Gown deſign, 
Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 
The Church is grown fo overſtock'd of late, 
That if you walk abroad, you'll hardly meer 
More Porters now than Parſons in the ſtreet. 
At every Corner they are forc'd to ply 
For Jobs of hawkering Divinity : 
And half the number of the Sacred Herd 


Are faintoſtrowl, and wander unpreferr'd : 
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If this, or thoughts of ſuch a weighty Charge ” 
Make you reſolve to keep your ſelf at large; | 
For want of better opportunity, I 
A School muſt your next Sanctuary be: 4 
Go, wed ſome Grammar-Bridewel, and a Wile, p 
And there beat Greek, and Latin for your life : C 
With birchen Scepter there command ar will, A 
Greater than Busby's ſelf, or DoCtor 61// : , 
But who would be to the vile Drudo'ry bound 
Where there fo ſmall encouragement is found ? 
Where you for recompence of all you pains | 


Shall hardly reach a common Fidler's gains? 

For when you've toil'd, and labour'd all you can, 
To dung, and cultivate a barren Brain : 

A Dancing-Maſter ſhall be better paid, 

Tho he inſtructs the Heels, and you the Head: . 


Toſuch Indulgence are kind Parents grown, 


Fhar nou oht coſts leſs in breeding than a Son: 


Nor is it hard to find a Father now, 


Shall more upon a Sctting-dog allow : 
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And with a freer hand reward the Care 

Of training up his Spaniel, than his Heir. 
Some think themſelves cxalred ro theSky, 

I{ chey light in ſome noble Family : | 

Dict, an Horſe, and thirty pounds a year, 

Beſides th advantage of his Lordſhips ear, 


The credit of the buſinels, and the State, 


Are things that in a Youngſter's Senſe ſound prear. 


Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, 
Wh#lavery he oft muſt undergo: 

Who tho in ſilken Scarf, and Caſlock dreſt, 
Wears bur a gayer Livery at belt : 

When Dinner calls, the Implement muſt wait 
With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat : 

But hold it for a Favour ſeldom known, 

If he bedeign'd che Honor to fit down, 

Soon as the I arts appear, Sir Crape, withdraw ! 
Thoſe Dainties are not for a ſpiritual Maw : © 
Obſerve your diſtance, and be ſure to ſtand 
Hard by the Ciſtern with your Cap in hand: 


There 


SY 
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There for diverſion you may pick your Teeth, 
Till the kind Voider comes for your Relief : 
For meer Board-wages ſuch their Freedom ſell, 
Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſlals to a Bell : 
And it th' enjoyment of one day be ſtole, 
They are but Pris'ners out upon Parole : 
Always the marks of ſlayery remain, 
And they, tho looſe, ſtill drag about their Chain. 
And where's the mighty Proſpect after all, 
A Chaplainſhip ferv'd up, and ſeven years Thrall: 
The menial thing perhaps for a Reward 
Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preferr'd, 
With this Proviſo bound, that he muſt wed 
My Ladies antiquated Waiting-Maid, 
In Dreſiing only skill'd, and Marmalade. 
Let others who fuch meanneſſes can brook, 
:rike Countenance to every Great Man's Look: 
1>kthoſe that have a mind, turn flaves to cat, 


And live contented by another's Plate : 
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[. rate my Freedom higher, nor will I 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty. 
But, if I muſt to my laſt ſhifts be pur, 
To fill a Bladder, and twelve yards of Gut; 
Rather with counterteired wooden Leg, 
And my right Arm tied up, I'll chuſe to beg: 
Pll rather chuſe to ſtarve ar large, than be 
The gawdieſt Vatſal ro Dependeney, 

'Thas ever bcen the rop of my Deſires, 
The urmoſt height ro which my wiſh aſpires, 
That Heay'n would bleſs me with a ſmall Eſtate, 
Where I might find a cloſe obſcure retreat; 
There, free from Noile, and all ambitious ends, 
Enjoy a few choice Books, and tewer Friends, 
Lord of my ſelf, accountable to none, 
But co my Conſcience, and my God alone: 
There live unthought of, and unheard of, die, 
And prudg Mankind -my very memory. 
Bur ſince the Bleſſing is (I find) coo great 


For meto with for, or expeCt of Fare: 
Yet 
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Yer, maugre all the ſpight of Deſtiny, 
My Thoughts, and Actions are, and thall be free. 


A certain Author, very grave, and fage, 
This Story tells : no matter, whart the Page. 
Onetime, as they waik'd forth cr break of day, 
The Wolf, and Dog encounter'd on the way: 
Famiſh'd rhe one, meager, and lean of plight, 
As a caſt Poer, who for Bread does write : 
The other far, and plump, as Prebend, was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury, and holy Eaſe. 
Thus mer, with Complements, roolong to tell, 
Of being glad roſe cach other well: 
How now, Sir Towzer # (laid the Wolt) 7 pray, 
Whence comes it, that you look «ſo ſleek and gay? 
While I, who do as well ( 1 am ſure ) deſerve, 
For want of likelihood am like to ſtarve? © 
Troth Sir ( replied the Dog ) 'thas been my Fate, 
1 thank the friendly Stars, to hap of late 
On a kind Maſter, to whoſe care I owe 


All this good Fleſh, wherewith you ſee me now: 
From 
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From his rich Voider every day I'm fed 

With Bones of Fowls, and Cruſts of fineſt Bread: 
With Fricaſlee, Ragouſt, and whatſoeer 

Of coſtly Kickſhaws now in faſhion are, 

And more variety of Boil'd and Roaſt, 

Than a Lord Mayor's Waiter &er could boaſt. 
Then, Sir, "tis hardly credible to tell, 

How I'm reſpeted, and belov'd by all : 

I'm the Delight of the whole Family, 

Net darling Shock more Favourite than 1: 

I never ſleep abroad, to Air expos'd, 

But in my warm apartment am inclos'd : 

There on freſh Bed of Straw, with Canopy 

Of Hutch above, like Dog of State I lie. 
Befides, when with high Fare, and Nature fir'd, 
To generous Sports of Touth I am inſpir'd, 

All the proud ſhees are ſoft to my Embrace 

From Bitch of Quality down to Turn-ſpit Race: 
Each day Itrynew Miſftriſſes and Loves, 

Nor envy Sovereign Dogs in their Alcoves. 


L 
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Thus happy 1 of all enjoy the beſt, 
No mortal Cur on Farth yet half ſo bleſs'd : 
And farther to enhance the Happineſs, 
All this I get by idleneſs, and eaſe. 

Troth ! (aid the Wolt) 1 envy your Eſtate 
Would to the Gods it were but my good Fate, 


That I might happily admitted be 
A Mewber of your bleſs d Society ! 
I would with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my place 
In any thing that I might ſerve his Grace: 
But, think, you, Sir, it would be feaſible, 
Azd that my Application might prevail? 

Do but endeavour, Sir, you need not doubt 3 
I make no queſtion but to, bring't about : 
Only rely on me, aud reſt ſecure, 
I'll ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r ; 


As Im a Dog of Fonor, Sir : ——but this 
I ouly take the Freedom to adviſe, 
That you'd a little lay your Roughneſs by, 


And learn to prattiſe Complaiſance, like me. 
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For that let me alone: I'll have acare, 

And top my part, I warrant, to a hair: 
There's not a Courtier of them all ſhall vie 
For fawning, and for ſuppleneſs with me. 

And thus reſolv'd at laſt, the Travellers 
Towards the Houſe together ſhape their courſe : 
The Dog, who breeding well did underſtand, 

In walking gives his Gheſt the upper hand : 

And as they walk along, they all the while 

With Mirth, and pleaſant Raillery beguile 

The tedious Time, and Way, till day drew near, 
And Light came on; by which did foon appear 
The Maſtiſt's Neck to view all worn and bare. 


This when his Comrade ſpi'd, What means (aid 
he ) 


This Circle bare, which round your Neck I ſee? 
If I may be ſo bold; Sir, you muſt know, 
7 hat T at firſt was rough, and fierce, like you, 


Of Nature cursd, and often apt to bite 


Strangers, and elſe, who ever came in ſight : 
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For this I was tied up, and underwent 

The Whip ſometimes, and ſuch light Chaſtiſement : 
Till I at length by Diſcipline grew tame, 


Gentle, and traftable, as now I am: 
"Twas by this ſhort, and ſlight ſeverity 
T gain'd theſe Marks and Badges, which you ſee : 
But what are they? Allons Monſieur ! /et's go. 
Not one ſtep farther : Sir, excuſe me now. 
Much joy t'ye of your envied, bleſs d Fſlate : 
I will not buy preferment at that rate : 

A God's name, take your golden Chains for .me: 
Faith, I'd not be a King, not tobe free : 
Sir Dog, your humble Servant, ſo Godbw'y. 


—— _— ——— 
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i O, humble Gift, go to that matchleſs Saint, 


Ot whom thou only waſt a Copy mcant: 
And all, tHfar's read in thee, more richly find 
Compriz'd in the fair Volume of her mind ; 
Thar living Syſtem, where are fully writ 
All thoſe high Morals, which in Books we mect: 
Exfie, as in foft Air, there writ they are, 


Yet firm, as it in Braſs they graven were. 
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Nor is her Talent lazily to know 
As dull Divines, and holy Canters do; 
She a&ts what they only in Pulpits prate, 
And Theory to Practice docs tranſlate : 
Not her own Actions more obey her Will, 
Than that obeys ſtrict Virtues diftates ſtill : 
Yet does not Virtue from her Duty flow, 
But ſhe is good, becauſe ſhe will beſo : 
Her Virtue ſcorns at a low pitch toflie, 
'Tis all free Choice, nou_ht of Neceſlity: 


- By ſuch ſoft Rules are Saints above confin'd, 
Such is the Tie, which them to Good docs bind. 
The ſcatter'd Glories of her happy Sex 
In her bright Soul as in their Center mix: 
And all that they poſſeſs but by Retail,” 
She hers by juſt Monopoly can call ; 


Whoſe ſole Example docs more Virrucs ſhew, 


Than Schoolmen ever taught, or eyer knew, 
No A& did cer within her Practice fall, 


Which forth' atonement of a Bluſh could call : 


No 
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No word of hers c'er greeted any ear, 
But what a Saint at her laſt gaſp might hear : 
Scarcely her Thoughts have ever ſullizd been 
Wirh the leaſt print, or ſtain ot native Sin : 
Devourt ſhe is, as holy Hermits are, 
Who ſhare their time 'twixt Ecſtafie, and Prayer 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 
Who in a Bluſh their fragrant Lives conſume : 
Sochaſt, the Dead themſelves are only more, 
Who lie divorc'd from Objets, and from Power ; 
So pure, could Virtue in a Shape appear, 
'Twould chuſe ro have no other Form, but Her : 
Somuch a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 
For fear to wrong her with a name too low: 
Such the Seraphick Brightneſs of her mind, 
[ hardly can believe her Womankind : 
Bur think ſome nobler Being does appear, 
Which co inſtruct the World, has left the Sphere, 


And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 


La Or 
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Or, it ſhe mortal be, and meant to ſhow 


The greater Art by being torm'd below ; 


Sure Heaven preſcry'd her by the Fall uncurſt, 


To tell how good the Sex was made at firft. 


THE 


PARIING. 


| 
| 
Tz happy had I been indeed, if Fate | 
| 
| 


Had made it laſting, as ſhe made it great ; 
But 'twas the Plot of unkind Deſtiny, 
Tolift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy : 


She rais'd my Hopes, and brought them juſt in 
view, 


And then in ſpight the cleanſing Scene withdrew, 

So He of old the promris'd Land ſurvey'd, 

Which he might only ſce, bur never tread : 

So Heav'n was by that damned Cairiff ſeen, ; 

He faw't, but with a mighty Gulf betwecn, | 

He ſaw't to be more wretched, and deſpair agen: | 
Nat | 
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Not Souls of dying Sinners, when they go, 
.Aflur'd of endleſs Miſeries below, 

Their Bodies more unwillingly deſert, 


Than I from you, and all my Joys did parr. 


As ſome young Merchant, whom his Sire unkind 


Reſigns to every faithleſs Wave, and Wind; 


If the kind Miſtris of his Vows appear, 

And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Prayer, 
Such ſighs he vents as may the Gale increaſe, 
Such Floods of Tears as may the Billows raiſe: 
And whenatlength che launching Veſlel flies, 
And ſevers firſt his Lips, and then his Eyes ; 
Long he looks back to ſee what he adores, 

And, while he may, views the beloyed Shores. 
Such juſt concerns I ar your Parting had, 
With ſuch ſad Eyes your turning Face ſurvey'd : 
Reviewing, they purſu'd you outof ſight, | 
Then ſought to trace you by letr Tracks of Light: 
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And when they could nor Looks to you convey, 


Tow'rds the lovd Place they took delight ro 
{tray, 


And aim'd uncertain Glances ſtill that way, 
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Com plaining 


Clemo 


— 


Complaining of 


ABSENCE. 


T' EN days (it Iforgert not) waſted are 
( A yecarin any Lovers Calendar ) 
Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adicu 


To all my Joy, and Happineſs in you: 
And ſtill by the fame Hindrance am detain'd, 


W hich me art firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain'd: 
Oft I reſolve ro mcet my Bliſs, and then 

My Tether ſtops, and pulls me back agen: 

So, when our raiſed Thoughts to Heav'n aſpire, 
Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good deſire. 
Curſc on that Man, who Bus'neſs firſt deſign'd, 


And by't enthral'd a trcee-born Lover's mind! 
; A curle 


| 
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A curſe on Fate, who thus ſubjetted me, 
And made me ſlave to any thing bur thee! 
Lovers ſhould be as unconfin'd as Air, 
Free as its wild Inhabitants from Care: 
So free thoſe happy Lovers are above, 
Exempt from all Concerns but thoſe of Love : 
But I, poor Lover militant below, 
The Cares, and Troubles of dull Life muſt know 3 
Muſt toil tor that, which does on others wait, 
And undergo the drudgery of Fate: 
Yet Il no more to her a Vaſlal be, 
Thou now ſhalt make, and rule my Deſtiny : 
Hence troubleſome Fatigues! all Bus neſs hence ! 
This very hour my Freedom ſhall commence: 
Too long that Jilt has thy proud Rival been, 
And made me by negleCtiul Abſence fin 3 
But I'll no more obey its Tyranny, 


Nor that, nor Fate it ſcif ſhall hinder me, 


Henceforth from ſceing, and enjoying thee. 


Promiſing 


Promiſing a 
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The ſofr embracing waters of the Tide, 


— may Arr, and cafier far divide 


Which with united Friend{hip {till rczoyn, 

Than part my Eyes, my Arms, or Lipsfrom thine: 
Sooner it may Time's headlong motion force, 

In which it marches with unalter'd courſe, 

Or ſever this from the ſucceeding Day, 

Than from thy happy Preſence force my ſtay. 

Not the touch'd Necdle ( emblem of my Soul ) 
With greater Rev rence trembles to its Pole, 

Nor Flames with ſurer inſtind upwards go, 


Than mine, and all their motiyes tend to you. 
Fly 
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fly ſwifr, ye minutes, and contract the ſpace 
Of Time, which holds me from her dear Embrace: 
When I am there Tll bid you kindly ſtays 
[]1 bid you reſt, and never glide away. 
Thither when Bus'neſs gives me a Relcaſe 
> | Toloſe my Carcs in ſoft, and gentle Eaſe, 
[|] come, and all arrcarsof Kindnels pay, 
And live o'er my whole Abſence in one day. 
Nor Souls, rcleas'd from human Bodies, move 
With quicker haſt to mcet their Bliſs above; 
Than I, when freed trom Clogs, that bind me now, 
Eager to ſeize my Happinels, will go. 
Should a ficrce Angel arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
And threaten Vengeance with his brandiſh'd hand. 
Toſtop the entrance co my Paradilc ; 
' Il venture, and his ſlighted Bolts deſpiſe. 
Switt asthe wings of Fear, ſhall be my Love, 
And me to her with equal ſpeed remoye: 
Swift, as the motions of the Eye, or Mind, 
[11 thither fly, and leave flow Thought behind. 
THE 


" 
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Good Fellow. 
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Written March 9. 1680. 


S O N G. 
[ 


Pox of this fooling, and plotting of late, 


What a pother, and ſtir has it kept in the 
State ? 


Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicions, and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle, and jar, til! they go by the ears: 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my pate, 

So I can enjoy my dear Bottle ar quiet. 
II, Whar 
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IL 
What Coxcombs were thoſe, who would bartor 
rheir caſe 
Aud their Necks for a Toy,a thin Wafer and Maſs > 
At old Tyburn they never had needed roſwing, 
Had they been bur true Subjefts to Drink, and 


their King ; 
A Friend, and a Bottle is all my deſign; 


He has no room tor Treaſon, that's top-full of 
Wine. 


_ | 


[ mind not the Members and makers of Laws; 

Let them fit or Prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe : - 

Let them damn us to Woollen, Tl never repine 

At my Lodging, when dead, ſoalive I have Wine * 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear 


To curſe them for making my Claret fo dear. 
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The Good Fellow. 


IV.. 


I mind not grave Aſſes, who idly debate 
About Right and Succeſiton, the trifles of State ; 


We've a good King already : and he deſerves laugh: 
cer 


Thar will trouble his head with who ſhall come 
- aſter : 


Come, here's to his Health, and I with he may 
be 


As frce from all Care, and all Trouble, as we. 


V. 


What care I how Leagues with the Ho/ander go? 

Or Intrigques betwixt Sidney, and Monſieur 
D' Avaux ? 

What concerns It my Drinking, it Caſe/ be old, 

If che Conqueror take it by Storming, or Gold? 


Good Bordeaux alone is the place that I mind, 


And when the Fleet's coming, 1 pray for a Wind. 


VI, 


k 
The Good Fellow. 


VI. 


The Bully of Frarce, that aſpires to Renown 
By dull cutting of Throats, and vent'ring his own; 


Let him fight and be damn'd, and make Matches 
and Treat, 


To afford the News mongers, and Coffec-houſe 
Char : 


He's bur a brave wretch, while I am more free, 
More fate, and a thouſand times happier than 
He. P , 
VII. 
Come He, or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, 
Or come Faggot, and Stake ; I care not a Groat 
"| Never think that in Smirbfield I Porters will heat : 
No, ofpoic, Mr. Fox, pray excuſe me for that. 
P11 drink in defiance of Gibber, and Halter, 


This is the Profeſſion, that never will alter. 
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The Perſon of Spencer 1s brought in, 
Diſſuading the Author from the 
Study of PoETR v, and ſhewing - 
how little it 1s go- and encou- 


rag'd in this preſent Ape. 


Ne night, as I was pondering of late 
() On all the mis'ries of my hapleſs Fate, 
Curling my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 
Arall the Pow'rs, which over Poets reign : 

In canie a ghaſtly Shape, ail pale, and thin, 
As fome poor Sinner, who by Prieſt had been 


Under a long Lent's Penance, ſtary'd, and whip'd, 


Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houle crept : 
Famiſh'd 
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Famiſh'd his Looks appear'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 


Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin, 
A Wreath of Lawrel on his Head he wore, 
A Book, inſcrib'd the Fairy Queen, he bore, 

By this I knew him, roſe, and bow'd, and faid, 
Hail reverend Ghoſt ! all hail moſt ſacred Shad ! 
Why this great Vifit 2 why vouchſaf'd to me, 

The meaneſt of thy Britiſh Progeny 2 

Com'ſt thou in my uncall'd, unhallow'd Muſe, 

Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe; 

If ſo; lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 

For the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit : 

Let me ( I beg) thy great Inſtruftions claim, 
Teach me to tread the glorious paths of Pame. 
Teach me ( for none does better know than thou ) 
How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow. 

Thus did I ſpeak, and ſpoke it in a ſtrain, 

Above my common rate, and uſual vein ; 

As if inſpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 

Who with a Frown thus to reply was heard, 

M3 In 


166 EA 8$4F7TR 
In ſtile of Satyr, ſuch wherein of old 
He the fam'd Tale of Mother Hubberd told. 


I come, fond Ideot, ere it be too late, 


Kindly to warn thee of thy wretched Fare : 

Take heed betimes, repent, and learn of me 

To ſhun the dang'rous Rocks of Poctry : 

Had I the choice of Fleſh and Blood again, 

To a& once more in Life's tumultuous Scene ; 
I'd be a Porter, or a Scavenger, 

A Groom, or any thing, bur Poet here : 

Haſt thou obſerv'd ſome Hawker of the Town, 
Who thro the Streets with diſmal Scream and Tone, 


Cries Matches, Small-coal,Brooms,Old Shooes and 
Boots, 


ww 
Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lies, Gazetts, and Votes? 


So unrecorded tothe Grave I'd go, 

And nothing but the Regiller tel], who : 
Rather that poor unheard-of Wretch I'd be, 
Than the mo1t glorious Name in Poctry, 


With all its boaſted Immortality : 
Rather 
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Rather than He, who ſung on Phrygza's Shore, 
The Greczan Bullies fighting for a Whore: 
Or He of Thebes, whom Fame ſo much cxtols 
For praiſing Jockies, and New-market Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
"Tis ſcandal ro be of the Company : 
The foul Difecaſc is fo prevailing grown, 
50 much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 


That ſcarce a man well-bred in cither's deem'd : 


Put who has kill'd, been often ciapt, and oft has 
rhim'd : 


The Fools are troubled with a Flux of Brains, 
And each on Paper ſquirts his filthy fenſe : 

A leath of Sonnets, and a dull Lampoon 

Set up an Author, who forthwith is grown 

A man of Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown: 

Ev'n that vile Wrerzch, who in lewd Verſe cach year 
Deſcribes the Pageants, and my good Lord May r, 
Whoſe Works muſt ſerve the next EleCtion-day 


For making Squibs, and under Pics to lay, 
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Yet counts himſelf of the inſpired Train, 


And dares in chought the ſacred Name profane. 


But is it nought ( thou'lt ſay ) in Front to ſland, 
1 With Lawrel crown'd by White, or Loggan's 'hazd 


f Is it not great, and glorious to be known, 
| Mark'd out, and gaz'd at thro the wond'ring Town, 
| By all the Rabble paſſing up and down 2? 

So Oats and Bedlce have been pointed ar, 
| And every buſie Coxcomb of the State : 
} The meaneſt Felons who thro Holborn po, 
: More eyes, and looks than twenty Poets draw: 
| It this be all, go, have thy poſted Name 
Fixd up with Bills of Quack, and publick Sham ; 
To be the ſtop of gaping Prenrices, 


And read by reeling Drunkards, when they pils ; 
Or elſe to lie expos'd on trading Stall, 


= = 2- l 


While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazetts to tell, 


'Mongſt Spaniels loſt, that Author does not ell. 
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Perhaps 
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Perhaps, fend Fool, thou ſoorh'ſt thy ſelf in 


dream, 


With hopes of purchaſing a laſting Name 2 

Thou think'ſt perhaps thy Trifles ſhall remain, 
Like ſacred Cowley, and immortal Ben - 

But who of all the bold Adventurers, * 

Who now drive on the trade of Fame in Verſe 
Can be enſfur'd in this unfaithful Sca, | 

Where there ſo many loſt and ſhipwrack'd be : 
How many Poems writ in ancient time, - 

Which thy Fore-fathers had in great eſteem, 
Which in the crowded Shops bore any rate, 

And ſold like News-Books, and Afairs of State, 
Have grown contemptible, and lighted fince, 

As Pordage, Fleckno, or the Britiſh Prince ? 
Quarles, Chapman, Heywood, Withers had Applauſe, 
And Wild, and Oyilby in former days ; 

But now aredamn'd to wrapping Drugs,and Wares, 


And curſt by all their broken Stationers : 
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And ſo may'{t thou perchance paſs up and down, 


And pleaſe a while th' admiring Courr,and Town, 


Whoafter ſhalt in- Dack-laxe Shops be thrown, 

To mould with Sr/veſter, and Shirley there, 

And truck for pots of Ale next Stourbridg-Fair, 

Then who'l not laugh to fee th' immortal Name 

To vile Maundungas madea Martyr flame? 

And ail thy deathieſs Monuments of Wir, 

Wipe Porters Tails, or mount in Paper-Kite ? 
But, grant thy Poetry ſhould find ſucceſs, 

And { which1s rare )the ſqueamiſh Criticks pleaſe; 

Admit, it read, and prais'd, and courtcd be 

By this nice Age, and all Polterity ; 

If thou expeReft ought bur empry Fame ; 

Condemn thy Hopes, and Labors to the Flame: 

The rich have now lcarn'd only to admire, 

He, who to greater Favours docs aſpire, 

Is mercenary thoug\t, and writcsto hire : 

Would'ſt thon to raiſe thine, and thy Countries 

Chuſe fome old Erg/;/h Hero for thy Theme ©2** 

Bold 
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Bold Arthur, or great Edward's greater'Son, 

| Or our fifth Harry, matchleſs in Renown, 

Make Agincourt, and Creſſy Fields outvie 

| The fam'd Lavinian Shores, and Walls of Troy ; 

' Whar Scipio, what Mecezas would'ſt thou find, 

| What Sidney now to thy oreat Project kind? 

| Bleſs me ! how great his Genius ! how each Line 
1s big with Senſe | how. gloriont a Deſign 

| Does thro the whole, and each proportion ſhine | 

How lofty all his Thoughts, and how inſpir'd! 

Fity, ſuch wondrous Thoughts are not preferr'd: 

Cries a gay wealthy Sot, who would nor bail 

For bare five Pounds the Author out of Jail, 

Should he ſtarve there, and rot; who it a Briet * 

Came out the needy Poets to relieve, 

Tothe whole Tribe would fcarce a Teſter give. 

Bur fitty Guinnics fora Whore and Clap! 


The Peer's well us'd, and comes off wond'rous 
cheap : 
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A Poct would be dear, and outo'th' way, 


Should he expett above a Coach-man's pay : 
For this'will any dedicate, and lyc, 

And dawb thegawdy Aſs with Flattery ? 

For this will any proſtitute his Senſe 

To Coxcombs void of Bounty, as of Brains? 
Yertſuch is the hard Fate of Writers now, 


They're forc'd for «Alms to cach great Name to 
bow : 


Fawn, like her Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace, 
Commend her Beauty, and bely her Glaſs, 


By which ſhe every morning primes her Face: 


Sneak to his Honor, call him Witty, Brave, 


And Juſt, thoa known Coward, Fool, or Knave, 


And praiic his Lineage, and Nobility, 


Whoſe Arms art firſt came: from the Company. 


'Tis fo, 'twas ever ſo, ſince heretofore 
The blind old Bard, with Dog and Bell before, 


Was fain to fing for Bread from door to door : 
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The needy Muſes all turn'd Gipſies then, 


And of the begging Trade e'er fince have been : 

| Should mighty Sappho in theſe days revive, 

And hope upon her ſtock of Wir to live; 

| She mult ro Creſwel's trudg ro mend her Gains, 

And let her Tail to hire, as wellas Brains. 

| Whar Poet ever fin'd for Sheriff? or who 

By Wit and Senſe did ever Lord Mayors grow 2 
My own hard Ulage here I need not prels, 


Where you have every day before your face 


Plenty of freſh ceſembling Inſtances : | 
Great Cowley's Muſe the fame ill Treatment had, 
Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid 


Th'ungrateful World, that left ſuch Worth un+{ / 
paid. 


Waller himſelf may thank Inhericance 
For what heelſe had never got by Senſe. 

On Butler who can think withour juſt Rage, 
The Glory, and the Scandal of the Age ? 
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Fair ſtood his hopes, when firſt he came to Town, 

Met every where with welcomes of Renown, 

Courrted, and lov'd by all, with wonder read, 

And promiſes of Princely Favour fed : 

Burt what Reward for all had he ar laſt, 

After a Life in dull expettance paſs d? 

The Wretch at ſumming: vp his mif-ſpent days 

Found nothing lIectr, bur Poverty, and Praiſe: 

Of all his Gains by Verſe he could not fave 

Enough to purchaſc Flannel, and a Grave: 

Redic'd to want, he in due time icll lick, 

Was fain to dic, and be interr'd on tick : 

And well might bleſs the Fever that was ſent, 

To rid him hence, and his worſe Fate prevent. 
Yewus ſeen what fortune other Pocts ſhare; 

View next the Fators of the Theatre : 


That conſtant Mart, which all the year does hold, 


Where Staple Wir is barter'd, bought, and fold ; 


Here trading Scriblers for their Maintainance, 


And Livelihood truſt to a Lotr'ry-chance : 
But 


'n, 
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But who his Parts would in the Service ſpend, 

Where all his hopes on vulgar Breath depend? 

Where every Sor, for paying halt a Crown, 

Has the Prerogative to cry him down ? 

Sidley indeed may be content with Fame, 

Nor care ſhould an ill judging Audience damn: 

But Settle, and the Reſt, that write for Pence, 

Whoſe wholeEſtare's an ounce, or twoof Brains, 

Should a thin Houſe onthe third day appear, 

Muſt ſtarve, or live in Tartersall the year. 

And what can we expect that's brave and great, 

From a poor needy Wretch, that writes to eat ? 

Who the ſuccels of the next Play muſt wait 

For Lodging, Food, and Cloaths, and whoſe chict 

care | = 

[5 how to ſpunge forthe next Meal, and where? 
Hadſt thou of old in. flouriſhing Athens liv'd, 

When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 


When mighty Sophoc/es the Stage did ſway, 


And Poets by the State were held in pay ; 


'Twere 
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*T were worth thy Pains to cultivate thy Mule, 
Anddaily wonders then it might produce; 
But who would now write Hackney to a Stage, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age ? 
Go after this, and beat thy wretched Brains, 
And toil to bring in thankJeſs Ideots means: ' 
Turn o'er dull Forace, and the Claſlick Fools, 
To poach tor Senfe, and hunt for idle Rules: 
Be free of Tickets, and the Play-houſes, 

To make ſome tawdry Actreſs there by Prize, 


And ſpend thy third Days gains 'twixt her clap'd 
Thighs, 


All Trades, and all Profeſſions here abound, 
And yet Encouragement for all is found : 
Herea vile Emp'rick, who by Licence kills, 
Who every week helps to increaſe the Bills, 
Wears Velvet, keeps his Coach, and Whore beſide, 
For what leſs Viilains muſt to 7yburn ride. 
There a dull trading Sot, in Wealth o'ergrown 


By thriving Knayery, can call his own 


A dozen 
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A dozen Mannors, and if Fate ſtill bleſs, 

Expects as many Counties to poſleſs. | 

Punks, Panders, Bawds, all their due Penſions gain, 

And every day the Great Mens Bounty drain : 

Laviſh expence on Wit, has never yet 

Been tax'd amongſt the Grievances of State: 

The Turky, Guinny, India Gainers be, 

And all but the Poetick Company : 

Fach place of Traffick, Bautam, Smyrna, Zant, 

Greenland, Virginia, Sevil, Alicant, 

And France, that ſends us Dildoes, Lace, and Wine, 

Vaſt profit all, and large Returns bring in: 

Parnaſſus only is that barren Coaſt, 

Where the whole Voyage, and Advyenture's loſt. 
Then be advisd, the ſlighted Muſe forſake, 

And Cook, and Dalton for thy ſtudy take: 

for Feeseach Term ſweat in the crowded Hall, 

And there for Charters, and crack'd Titles bawl : 


N Where 


——— " 
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Where MM. 
year 


Than forty Laurcats of the Theater. 
Or elſeto Orders, and the Church betake 
Thy elf, and thatthy future Refuge make: 


4 thrives, and pockets more each 


There fawn on ſome proud Patron to engage 
Th' Advowſon of caſt Punk, and Parſonage: 
Or ſooth the Court, and preach up Kingly Right, 


To gain a Prebend or a Miter by'*t. 


In fine, turn Pettifogger, Canonilt, 


Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank, or Prieſt, 


Soldicr, or Merchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 


Jack-pudding, Juggler, Player, or Rope-dancer: 


Preach, Plead, Cure, Fight, Game, Pimp, Beg, 
Chear, or Thieve ; 


Be all but Poet, and there's way to live. 

But whydol in vain my Counſel ſpend 
On one whom there's ſo little hope to mend 2 
Where I perhaps as fruitleſſy exhort, 


As Lenten Doctors, when they Preach art Court; 


Not 


hy 
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Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they once have tried, 


Not Fops, and Women trom Conceit, and Pride, 
Not Bawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 
Nor ſear'd unteeling Sinners paſt Deſpair, 
Are half fo hard, and ſtubborn to reduce, 
As a poor Wretch, when once poſſeſs'd with Muſe; 
If therefore, whart I've ſaid, :cannot ayail, | 
Nor from the Rhiming Folly thee reca], 
But ſpight of all thou wilt be obſtinate, 
And run thy felt upon avoidleis Fate; 
May'ſt thou go on unpitied, till thou be 
Brought to the Pariſh, Bridg, and Beggary : 
Tillurg'd by want, like broken Scriblers, thou 
Turn Poet toa Booth, a Smithfield Show, 
And write Heroick Verſe for Bartho[ mew. 
Then lighted by the very Nurſery, 
May'ſt thou art laſt be forc'd to ſtarve, like me. 


N 2 
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Written, May, 1682. 
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The Poet brings in a Friend of his, giving him 
an account why he removes from London to 
live m the Country. 


WHO much concern'd to leave my dear old 
Friend, 


[ muſt however his Deſign commend 
Of fixing in the Country: tor were 


As free to chuſe my Reſidence, as hez 


IC 
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The Peake, the Fexs, the Hundreds, or Lands-end, 
I would prefer to Pleetftreet, or the Strand, 
What place ſo defart, and fo wild is there, 
Whoſe Inconveniencies one would not bear, 
Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 
The falls of Houſes, Knavery of Cits, 
The Plots of Factions, and the noiſe of Wits, 
And thouſand other Plagues, whichup anddown 
Each day and hour infeſt the curſed Town ? 

As Fate wou'd have't, on the appointed day 
Ot parting hence, I met him on the way, 
Hard by Mile-end, the place fo fam'd of late, 
In Profe, and Verſefor the great Fations Treat; 
Here we ſtood ſtill, and after Complements 
Ot courſe, and wiſhing his good Journey hence, 
Ll askK'd what ſudden cauſes made him flie 
The once lov'd Town, and his dear Company : 
When, on the hated Proſpett looking back, 
Thus with juſt rage the good old 7imon ſpake. 
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Since Virtue here in no repute is had, 


Since Worth is ſcorn'd, Learning and Senſe un- 
paid, 


And Knavery the only thriving Trade ; 


Finding my flender Fortune eyery day 


Dwindle, and waſlt infenſibly away, 


I, like a loſing Gameſter, thus retreat, 


To manage wilſclier my laſt ſtake of Fate : 


Whilc I have ſtrength, and want no ſtaff to prop 


My tott'ring Limbs, c'er Age has made me ſtoop 


Beneath its weight, cerall my Thread be ſpun, 


And Life has yet in ſtore ſome Sands to run, 


'Tis my Reſolve to quit the nauſcous Town. 


Let thriving Morecraft chuſe his dwelling there, 


Rich with the Spoils of ſome young ſpend-thrift 
Heir : 


Let the Plot-mongers ſtay behind, whoſe Art 
Can Truth to Sham, and Sham to Truth convert: 


Whoever has an Houſe ro Build, or Ser, 


His Wife, his Conſcience, or his Oath to let: 


Who 
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Who ever has, or hopes for Offices, 


A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtom-houle's Place : 
Let ſharping Courtiers ſtay, who there are great 
By putting the falſe Dice on King, and State. 


Where they, who once were Grooms,and Foot-boys 
known, 


Are now to fair Eſtates, and Honors grown; 
Nor necd we envy them, or wonder much 
> | At their fantaſtick Greatnels, fince they're ſuch, 
Whom Fortune oft in her capricious freaks 
Is pleas'd toraiſe from Kennels, and the Jakes, 
| To Wealth, and Dignity above thereſt, 
| | When ſheis trolick, and diſpos'd tojeſt. 
[ live in London 2 What ſhould I do there? 
© {| 1cannotlye, nor flatter, nor forſwear : 
[can'c commend a Book, or Piece of Wit, 
(Tho a Lord were the Author ) dully writ : 
I'm no Sir Sydrophel to read the Stars, 
And caſt Nativities for longing Heirs, 


N 4 
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When Fathers ſhall drop oft: no Gadbury 
Totell the minute, when the King ſhall die, 


And you know what—come in : nor can I ſteer, 

And tack about my Conſcience, whenſoc'er, 

Toa new Point, I ſee Religion veer. 

Let others pimp to Courtier's Lechery, 

Vil draw no City Cuckold's Curſe on me : 

Nor would I do it, tho to be made great, 

And rais'd to be chicf Miniſter of State. 

Therefore I think it fit to rid the Town 

Of one, that is an uſeleſs member grown, 
Beſides, who has pretence to Favour now, 

But he, who hidden Villany does know, 


Whoſe Breaſt does with ſome burning Secret 
glow ? 


By none thou ſhalt preferr'd, or valucd be, 
That truſts thee with an honeſt Secrchie : 
He only may to great Mens Friendſhip reach, 


Vho Great Men, when he pleaſes, can impeach, 


Let 
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Let others thus aſpire to Dignity ; 

For me, I'd not their envied Grandeur buy 

Forall th' Exchange is worth, that Pa#ls will coſt, 

Or was of late in the Scorch Voyage loſt. 

What would it boot, if I, to gain my end, 

Forego my Quiet, and my cafe of mind, 

Still fear'd, at laſt betray'd by my great Friend, 
Another Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, 

And not the lcaſt, for which I quit the Town, 

Is to behold it made the Common-ſhore, 

Where Fraxce does all her Filth, and Ocdure pour: 

What Spark of true old Engliſh rage can bear 

Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, to Lord it here 2 

We'veall our Faſhions, Language, Complements, 

Our Muſick, Dances, Curing, Cooking thence; 

And we ſhall haye their Pois'ning too cre long, 

If till in the improvement we go on. 


What would'ſt thou fay, great ZZarry, ſhould'ſt' 
thou view 


Thy gawdy flutr'ring Race of Fngii/h now, 


Their 
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Their tawdry Cloaths, Pulvilio's, Eſſences, ' 
Their Chedreux Peruques, and thoſe Vanities, 
Which thou, and they of old did fodeſpiſe? 
What would'ſt thou ſay toſeeth' infetted Town 
With the fowl Spawn of Foreigners o'er-run ? 
Hicher from Paris, and all Parts they come, 

The Spue, and Vomit of their Goals at home ; 
To court they flock, and to S. Fames his Square, 
And wriggple into great Mens Service there : 
Foot-boys ar firſt, till they, from wiping Shooes, 
Grow by degrees the Maſters of the Houſe : 
Ready of Wit, harden'd of Impudence, 


Able with caſe to put down either H—— 


Both the King's Player, and King's Evidence : 
Flippant of Talk, and voluble of Tongue, 
With words at will, no Lawyer better hung : 
Softer than flattering Court-Paraſite, 
Or City-Trader, when he means to cheat , 
No Calling, or Profeſſion comes amiſs: 

A needy Mor/reur can be what he pleaſe , 


Groom, 


*. 
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Groom, Page, Valet, Quack, Operator, Fencer, 
Perfumer, Pimp, Jack-pudding, Juggler, Dancer : 
Give but the word ; the Cur will fetch and bring, 
Come over to the Emperor, or King : 
Or, if you pleaſe, fly o'er the Pyramid, 


Which J——- and the reſt in vain have tried. 


Canl have patience, and endure to ſec 
The. paltry Forcin Wretch take place of me, 
Whom the ſame Wind, and Veſſel brought aſhore, 
That brought prohibited Goods, and Dildoes o'er * 
Then, pray, what mighty Privilege is there 
For me, that at my Birth drew Engliſh Air? 
And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 
Run Brittiſþ Blood, if there's no difference 
'Twixt me, and him, the Statute Freedom gave, 
And made a SubjcCt of a true-born Slave ? 

But nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 
Than the vile Raſcal's fulſom Flattery - 
By help of this falſe Magnifying Glaſs, 


A Louſe, or Flea ſhall for a Camel paſs : 


Produee 
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Produce an hideous Wight, more ugly far 

Than thoſe il] Shapes, which in old Hangings arc, 

He'll make him ſtrait a Beau Gargon appear : 

Commend his Voice, and Singing, tho he bray 

Worſe than Sir Martin Marr-all in the Play: 

And if he Rhime; ſhall praiſe for Standard Wit, 

More ſcurvy ſenſe than Pryn, and Vickars Writ. 
And here's the miſchict, tho we ſay the ſame, 

He is believ'd, and we are thought to ſham: 

Do you but ſmile, immediately the Beaſt 

Laughs outaloud, tho he nc'cr heard the jeſt ; 

Pretend, you're ſad, he's preſently in Tears, 

Yet grieves no more than Marble, when it wears 

Sorrow in Mctaphor : but ſpeak of Heart; 

O God ! how ſultry tis ! he'll cry, and ſweat 

In depth of Winter : ſtrait, it you complain 

Of Cold; the Weather-glaſsis ſunk again: 

Then he'll call for his Frize- Campaign, and ſwear, 


'Tis beyond Eighty, he's in Greenland here, 


Thus 
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Thus he ſhifts Scenes, ond oft'ner in a day 
Can change his Face, than Actors at a Play : 


There's nought ſo mean, can *ſcape the flatt'ring 
got, 


Not his Lord's Snuft-box, nor his Powder-Spot : 

If he bur Spit, or pick his Teeth 3 hell cry, 

How every thing becomes you ! let me die, 

Tour Lordſhip does it moſt judiciouſly : 

And ſwear, *tis faſhionable, if he Sneeze, 

Extremely taking, and itneeds mult pleale. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 

From the hot Satyr's rampant Lechery : 

Nor Wite, nor Virgin-Daughter can eſcape, 

Scarce thou thy ſelt, or Son ayoid a Rape: 

All muſt. go pad-lock'd : it nought elle there be, 

Suſpect thy very Stables Chaſtity. 

By this the Vermin into Secrets creep, 

Thus Families in awe they ſtrive to keep. 


What 
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What living for an Engliſh Man is there, 


Where ſuch as theſe ger head. and domineer, 


Whoſe uſe and cuſtom *cis, never to ſhare 


A Friend, bur love to reign without diſpute, 
Without a Rival, full and abſolute? 


Soon as the Inſect gets his Honor's car, 


And fly-blows ſome of's pois'nous malice there, 


Strait I'm turn'd off, kick'd out of doors, diſcarded, 


And all my former Service dif regarded, 


Butleaving theſe Meffenrs, for fear that I 


Be thought of the Si/t-Weavers Mutiny, 


From the loath'd ſubjett ler us haſten on, 


To mention other Grievances in"Town : 


And further, what Reſpe® at all is had 


Of poor men here? and how's their Service paid, 
Tho they be ne'r ſo diligent to wait, 

To ſneak, and dance attendance on rhe Great ? 
No mark of Favour is to be obtain'd 


By ane, that ſues, and brings an empty hand: 


And 
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And all his merit is but made a ſport, 

Unleſs he glut ſome Cormorant at Courr. 
'Tis now a common thing, and uſual here, 

To ſee the Son of ſome rich Ulſurer 

Take place of Nobles, keep his firſt-rate Whore, 

And for a Vaulting Bout, or two give more 


Of Peers, reduc'd to Poverty, and Need, 
Are fain totrudg to the Bank fide, and there 


Sonobly ſhed at Creſſy heretofore, 
AtBrothel-Fights in ſome foul Common ſhore. 


Produce an Evidence, tho juſt he be, 


ASrighteous Job, or Abraham, or He, 


WAS, 


Thought worth the ſaving, of all human Race, 
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Than a Guard-Captains Pay : mean while the Breed 


Take up with Porters leavings, Suburb-Ware, 


There ſpend that Blood, which their great An-y 
ceſtor | 


Whom Heaven, when whole Nature ſhipwrack'd 
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Or #other, who the flaming Deluge ſ{cap'd, 
When Sodom's Lechers Angels would have 'rap'd; 
How rich he is, muſt the firſt queſtion be, -. 


Next for his Manners, and Integrity : 

They'll ask, what Equipage he keeps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Money, and Eſtate, 
Whether for Shrieve he has been known to fine, 
And with how many Diſhes he does dine ? 

For look what Caſh a perſon has in ſtore, 

Tuſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more: 
Should I upon a thouſand Bibles Swear, 

And call cach Saint throughout the Calendar, 
To vouch my Oath ; it won't be taken here; 


The poor flight Heav'n, and Thunderbolts (they 
think ) 


And Heav'n it felf docs at ſuch Trifles wink. 


- Beſides, what ſtore of gibing ſcofts are thrown 
On one, that's poor, and meanly clad in Town ; 


It his Apparel ſeem but oycrworn, 


His Stockings outat heel, or Breeches torn ? 


One 
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One takes occaſion his ripr Shooe to flour, 

And ſwears *thas been at Priſon-grates hung out : 
Another ſhrewdly jeers his coarſe Crevyar, 
Becauſe himſelf wears Pozat : a third his Hat, 
And moſt unmercifully ſhews his Wit, 

It it be old, or does nor cock aright.: 

Nothing in Poverty ſo ill is born, 

As its expoſing men to prinning ſcorn, 

Tobe by tawdry Coxcombs piſs'd upon, 

And made the jeſting-ſtock of each Buffoon. 

Turn out there, Friend ! (cries one at Church)the Pew 
Is not for ſach mean ſeoundrel C urs, as you : 

Tris for your Betters kept : Belike, ſome Sot, 
That knew no Father, was onBulks begot : 

But now is rais'd toan Eſtate, and Pride, 

By having the kind Proverb on his fide : 

Let Gripe and Cheatwel take their Places there, 
And Daſh the Scriv'ners gawdy ſ[parkiſh Heir, 
That wears three ruin'd Orphans on his Back : 


Mean while youin the Alley ſtand, and ſneak - 
Oo And 


h__ 
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And you therewith muſt reſt contented, ſirice 


Almighty Wealth does pur ſuch difference. 


What Citizen a Son-in-law will take, 


Bred ne'cr fo well, that can'c a Joynter make? 


| What man of ſenſe, that's poor, er fummon'dis 

Amongſt the Common-Council 0 adviſe? 

Ar Velſtry- Conſults.when does he appear, 

For chooſing of ſome Pariſh-Officer, 

Or making Leather Buckets for the Choire ? 
'Tis hard for any man to riſe, that feels 

His Virtue clog'd with Poverty ac heels: 

But harder *ris by much in Loxdov, where 

A ſorry Lodging, coarſe, and ſlender 'Fare, 

Fire, Water, Breathing, every thing is dear : 

Yet ſuch astheſe an earthen Diſh diſdain, 

With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar's Reign, 

Wereſerv'd, and thought it no difgrace ro dine, 


Tho they were rich, had ſtore of Leather-Coin. 


Low as their Fortune is, yer they deſpiſe 
A man that walks the ſtreets in homely Frize : 


To 
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To ſpeak the truth, great part of Eng/and now 
In their own Cloth will ſcarce vouchſate to go : 
Oaly, the Statutes Penalty to fave, 
Some few perhaps wear Woollen in the Grave. 
Here all go daily dreft, altho it be 
Above their Means, their Rank, and Quality : 
The moſt in borrow'd Gallantry are clad, 
For which the Tradeſmen's Books are ſtill unpaid : 
This Fault is common in the meaner ſort, 
That they muſt needs affect to bear the Port 
Of Gentlemen, tho they want Income for'r. 

Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Town 
There's nothing without Mony to be done: 
What will you giveto be admitted there, 
And brought to ſpeech of ſome Court-Miniſter? 
What will you give to have the quarter-face, 
The fquint and nodding go-by of his Grace 2 
His Porter, Groom, and Steward mult have Fees, 


And you may fee the 7ombs, and 7ow'r for leſs: 


O z Hard 
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Hard Fate of Suitors! who muſt pay, and pray 


To Livery-flaves, yet oft go ſcorn'd away, 
Whocer at Barnet, or S. Albans fears, 
To have his Lodging drop abour his ears, 
Unleſs a ſudden Hurricane befal, 
Or ſuch a Wind as blew old Ne/ to Hell : 
Here we build ſight, whar ſcarce out-laſts the Leaſe, 
Without the help of Props, and Buttreſlecs : 
And Houſes now adays as much require 
To be enſur'd from Falling, as from Fire. 
There Buildings arc ſubſtantia), rho leſs near, 
And kept with cere both Wind, and Water-tight: | | 
There you in ſafe ſecurity are bleſt, | 
And nought, but Conſcience, to diſturb your Reſt. | | 
I am for living where no Fires affright, ; 
No Bells rung backward break my ſlcep at night: || , 
I ſcarce lic down, and draw my Curtains here, N 


But ſtrait I'm rous'd by the next Houſe on Fire: | y 
Pale, and half-dead with Fear, my felt I raiſe, 


And find my Room all over ina biaze; 


Dy 


Can now diſcern no other Remedy, 


But leaping out at Window to get free : 
For it the Miſchief from the Cellar came, 


Be ſure the Garret is the laſt, rakes flame. 


The moveables of P 


For him, and's Wife, a Piſs-pot by its ſide, 
ALooking-glaſs upon the Cupboards Head, 
A Comb-caſe, Candleſtick, and Pewrter-ſpoon, 
For want of Plate, with Desk to write upon : 
A Box without a Lidſerv'd to contain 

Few Authors, - which made up his Yatzcar : 


And there his own immortal Works were laid, 
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By this 'thas ſeiz'd on the third Stairs, and I 
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On which the barbarous Mice for hunger prey'd : 


P.— —had nothing, all the World does know ; 
And yer ſhould he have loſt this Nothing too, 
No one the wretclted Bard would have ſuppli'd 


With Lodging, Houſe-room, or a Cruſt of Bread. 


Q 3 
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Burt if the Fire burn down fome Great Man's 
Houle, 


All trait are intcreſſcd in the loſs : 


The Court is ſtrair in Mourning ſure enough, 
The At, Commencement, and the Term put off: 
Then we miſchances of the Town lament, 

And Faſts are kept, like Judgments to prevent. 
Out comes a Brict immediately, with ſpced 

To gather Charity as far as 7weed. 

Nay, while *tiz burning, ſome will ſend him in 
Timber, and Stone to build his Houſe agen: 
Others choice Furniture: here ſome rare piece 
Of Rubens, or Yandike preſented is : 

There a rich Suit of Morecl/act-Tapeſtry, 

A Bed of Damask, or Embroidery : 

One gives a fine Scritore, or Cabiner, 
Another a huge maſſie Diſlf of Plate, 

Or Bag of Gold : thus he ar length gets more 
By kind misfortune than he had before: 


And 


in Imitation of the Third of Juvenal, 199 
And all ſuſpeCt ir for a laid Deſign, 
As if he did himſelt the Fire begin. 
Could you but beadvis'd to leave the Town, 
And from. dear Plays, and drinking Friends be 


drawn, 

An handfom Dwelling might be had in Ker, 
Surrey, or Eſſex, atacheaper Rent 2 
Than what you're forc'd to give for one half year 
To lic, like Lumber, in a Garret here: 
A Garden there, and Well, that needs no Rope, 
Engin, or Pains to Crane its Waters up: 
Water 1s there thro Natures Pipes convey'd, 
For which no Cuſtom, or Exciſe is paid : 
Had I the ſmalleſt Spot of Ground, which ſcarce 
Would Summer halt a dozen Graſhoppers, 
Not larger than my Grave, tho hence remote, 
Far as S. Michaels Mount, I would go to'r, 
Dwell there content, and thank the Fates to boot. 

Here want of Reſt a nights more People kills 
Than all che College, and the weekly Bills: 


O4 Where 
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Where none have privilege to ſleep, but thoſe, 
Whoſe Purſes can compound for their Repoſe: 

In vain Igo to Bed, or cloſe my eyes, 

Mcthinks the place the middle Region is, 

Wherel lic downin Storms, in Thunder riſe: 

The reſtleſs Bells ſuch Din in Steeples keep, 

Thar ſcarce the Dead can in their Church-yards 

ſleep: 
Huzza's of Drunkards,Bell-mens midnight Rhimes, 
The noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers early Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coach-men, when they meet, 
And ſtop in turnings of a narrow Street, 
Such a lowd medley of confuſion make, 
As drowſie A—r on the Bench would wake. 
If you walk out in Bus'nelfs nc'er fo great, 

Ten thouſand ſtops you muſt expe to meet: 
Thick crowds in every place you mult charge thro, 
And ſtorm your Paſſage, whereſocer you go : 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng, 
And, preſſing on your heels, ſhove you along : 


One 
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One with a Board, or Rafter hits your Head, 
Another with his Elbow bores your ſides 
Some tread upon your Corns, perhaps in ſporr, 
Mein while your Legs arecas'dall o'er with Dirr. 
Here you the March of a ſlow Funeral wair, 
Advancing to the Church with ſolemn State: 
There a Sedan, and Lacquies ſtop your way, 
That bears ſome Punk of Honor to the Play : 
Now you ſome mighty piece of Timber mect, 
Which totr'ring threatens ruin to the Street : 

ext a huge Portland Stone, tor building Pals, 
Itſelf almoſta Rock, on Carriage rowls : 
Which, if it fall, would cauſe a Maſſacre, 
And ſerve at once to murder, and interr. 

If whatl've ſaid can't from the Town afirighe, 
Conſider other dangers of the Night: 
When Brickbats are from upper Stories thrown, 
And emptied Chamber-pots come pouring down 
From Garret Windows: you have cauſe to bleſs 


The gentle Stars, if you come off with Piſs : 


Sa 
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So many Fates attend, a man had need, 


Ne'er walk without a Surgeon by his ſide: 
And he can hardly now diſcreet be thought, 
That does not make his Will, ere he go our. 
If this you *ſcape, twenty to one, you meet 

Some of the drunken Scowrers of the Streer, 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs of warlike Deeds perform'd, 
Of Conſtables ſubdu's, and Brothels ttorm'd: 
Theſe, it a Quarrel, or a Fray be miſt, 

Arc ill at caſe a nights, and want their Reſt. 
For miſchict is a Lechery to ſome, 

And ſerves to make them fſicep like Laudanum, 
Yer heated, as they are, with Youth, and Wine, 
It theydiſcern a train of Flambocs ſhine, 


It a Great Man with his gilt Coach appcar, 


And a ſtrong Guard of Foot-boys in the rere, 
The Raſcals ſneak,and ſhrink their Heads for fear. 


Poor me, who uſe no Light to walk abour, 
Save what the Pariſh, or the Skies hang our, 


They 
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They value not: *tis worth your while to hear 
The ſcuffle, if that be a ſcuffile, where 
Another gives the Blows, I only bear : 
He bids me ſtand: of force I muſt give way, 
For 'twere a ſenſleſs thing to diſobey, 
And ſtruggle here, where I'd as good oppoſe 
My ſelf to P—»—and his Maſtifts looſe. 
Who's there 2 he cries, and takes you by the Throat, 
Dog ! are you dumb 2 Speak quickly, elſe my Foot 
Shall march about your Buttocks : whence dye come, 
From what bulk-ridden Strumpet reeking home 2 
Saving your reverend Pimpſhip, where dye ply ? 
How may one have a Job of Lechery? 
It you ſay any thing, or hold your peace, 
And ſilently goof; 'tis all a caſe: 
Still he lays on : nay well, if you ſcape ſo: 
Perhaps he'll clap an Aion on you too 
Ot Battery, nor need he fear to meet 
A Jury to his turn, ſhall dohimright, 
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And bring him in large Damage for a Shooe 

Wornour, beſides the pains, in kicking you. 

A Poor Man muſt expett nought of redreſs, 

But Patience: his beſt in ſuch a caſe 

Is to be thankful for the Drubs, and beg 

Thar they would mercitully ſpare one leg, 

Or Arm unbroke, and let him go away 

Wich Teeth enough to eat his Meat next day. 
Nor is this all, which you have cauſe to fear, 

Oft we encounter midnight Padders here : 

When the Exchanges, and the Shops are cloſe, 

And therich Tradeſman in his Counting. houſe 

To view the Profits of the day withdraws. 

Hither if flocks from Shooters-F7i// they come, 

To ſeck their Prize, and Booty nearer home : 

Tour Purſe ! they cry ; 'tis madneſs to reſiſt, 

Oc ſtrive, with a cock'd Piſtol ar your Breaſt : 

And theſe each day ſo ſtrongand numerous grow, 


The Town can ſcarce aftord them Jail-room now. 


Happy 
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Happy the times of the old Heptarchy, 


Ere London knew ſo much of Villany : 
Then fatal Carts thro Zo/born ſeldom went, 


And 7yburn with tew Pilgrims was content : 
Aleſs, and ſingle Prifon then would do, | 
And ſery'd the City, and the County too. | 

Theſe are the Reaſons, Sir, which drive me hence, 
To which I might add more, would Time diſpenſe, 
To hold you longer; but the Sun draws low, 
The Coach is hard ar hand, and T muſt go: 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewel; and when the Town 
From better Company can ſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 
The viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt ; 
There Tl find leiſure to unlade my mind \ſ 
Of what Remarques I now muſt leave behind-: 
The Fruits of dear Experience, which with theſe 
Improv'd will ſerve for hints, and notices ; 

And when you write again, may be of uſe 


To furniſh Satyr for your daring Muſe. 


Dithyrambick. 


T he Drunkards Speech in a Mak. 


— 


Written in Aug: 1677. 


— 
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I. 


| ES, you are mighty wiſe, I warrant, mighty 
wiſe! 


With all your godly Tricks, and Artifice, 


Who think to chouſe me of my dear and pleaſant 
Vice. To 
Hence holy Sham! in vain your fruiclefs Toil : 
Go, and fome unexpericnc'd Fop beguile, 
| To 
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bas To ſome raw ent'ring Sinner cant, and whine, 


Who never knew the worth of Drunkenneſs and 
Wine. 


['ve tried, and prov'd, and found it all Divine: 
It is refolv'd, I will drink on, and die, 

I'jl not one minute loſe, nor T, 

To hear yonr troubleſome Divinity : 


Fill mea top-tull Glaſs, T1 drinkit on the Knee, 


Confuſion to the next that ſpoils good Company. 
IL 


That Gulp was worth a Soul, like it, it went, 
And thocowour new Life, and Vigor ſent: 
I feel it warm art once my Head, and Hearr, 

[ feel it all in all, and all in every parr. 
Ler the vile Slaves of Bus'neſs coil, and ſtrive, 
Who want the Leiſuxe, or the Wit to live ; 
While we Life's tedious journey ſhorter make, 


And reap thoſe Joys which they lack ſence to 
take. | 


Thus 
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Thus live the Gods ( if ought above our ſelyes 
there be ) 


They live ſo happy, unconcern'd, and free : 
Like us they fit, and with a careleſs Brow 
Laugh at the petty Jars of Human kind below : 
Like us they ſpend their Age in gentle Eaſe, 


Like us they drink ; for what were all cheir Heav'n, 
alas! 


If ſober, and compell'd to want that Happineſs. 


TIL. 
Aſſiſt almighty Wine, for thou alone haſt Power, 
And other Fll invoke no more, 
Aſfliſt, while with juſt Praiſe I thee adore : 
Aided by thee, I dare thy worth rehearſe, 


In Flights above the common pitch of oroveling 
Verſe. 


Thou art the Worlds great Soul, that heay'nly 
Fire, 


Which doſt our dull halt-kindled mals inſpire. 
We norhiag gallant, and above our ſelves produce, 
Till thou do'ſt finiſh Man, and Rcinfule. 
Thou 
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Thou art the only ſource of all, the. world calls 
great, 


Thou didſtthe Poets firſt,and they the Gods create: 


To thee their Rape, their Hear, their Flame they 
owe, | 


Thou muſt half ſhare with Art, and Nature too, 

They owe their Glory, and Renown to thee; 
Thou giv'ſt cheir Verſe, and them Eternity. 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
Thar fills her Throat, and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ſtraita Stage 
For his wide Victories, and boundleſs Rage, * 
Got not Repute by War alone, bur thee, 

He knew, he ncier could conquer by Sobriety, 


And drunk as well as tought for univerſal Mo- 
narchy. 


IV, 
Pox © that lazy Claret / how it ſtays? 
vere ir again to pals the Seas; 
'Twobld ſooner be in Cargo here, 
Tis now a long Eaft-India Voyage, half a year. 
P 'Sdeath! 
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*Sdeath! here's a minute loſt, an Age, I mean, 
Slipt by, and ne'er to be retriev'd again. 
For pity ſuffer not the precious Juice to die, 
Let us prevent our own, and its Mortality : 
Like it,our Life with ſtanding and Sobriety is pall'd, 
And like it too, when dead, can never be recalPd. 
Puſh on the Glaſs, let it meaſure out each hour, 
For, every Sand an Health let's pour: 
Switt as the rowling Orbs above, 
And [ct it too as regularly move: 


Switt as Hcav'ns drunken red-faced Traveller, the 
Sun, | 


And never reſt, till his laſt Race be done, 
Till time it ſelf be all run our, and we, 


Have drunk our ſelves into Eternity. 


V. 
Six in a hand begin! we'll drink it twice apiece, 
A Health to all that love, and honor Vice 
Six more as oft to the great Founder of the Vine. 
( A God he was, I'm ſurc, or ſhould haye been) 
The 
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The ſecond Farther of Mankind I meant, 


He, when the angry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When for their Crimes our ſinful Race was 
drown'd, 


| The only bold, and vent'rous man was found, 


Who durſt be drunk agen, and with new Vicethe 
World replant. 


The mighty Patriarch 'rwas of bleſſed Me- 
mory, 


Who ſcap'd i in hes great Wreck of all M ortality, 


And ſtock'd the Globe afreſh with a brave drink- 
ing Progeny. 


In vain would ſpighttul Nature us reclaim, 
Who to ſmall Drink our Iſle rhought fir to damn, 
And ſct us out o'th' reach of Wine, | | 


In hope ſtrait Bounds could our vaſt Thirſt con- 
fine, 


He taught us firſt with Shi ps the Seas to roam, 
Taught us from Forein Lands to fetch ſupply. 


Rare Art! that makes all the wide World our 
Home, 


| Makes eyery Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury. . 
FP 2 VI. 


% 
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VI. 


Adicu poor tott'ring Reaſon! tumble down! 


This Glaſs ſhall 'all thy proud uſurping Powers 
drown, 


And Wit on thy caſt Ruins ſhall erect her Throne: 
Adicu, thou fond ,Diſturber of our Life ! 


That check'ſt our Joys, with all our Pleaſure art at 
{trite : 


I've ſomething brisker now to govern me, 


A more exalted noble Faculty, 


Above thy Logick, and vain boaſted Pedantry, 


| Inform me, if you can, ye reading Sots, what 'ris, 


That guides th'unerring Deities: 


| 'They no baſe Reaſon to their Actions bring, 


But move by ſome more high, more heavenly 
thing, | | ow * 


And are without Deliberation wiſe ; 
Ev'n ſuch is this, art leaſt *tis much the ſame, 


1 | For which dull Schoolmen never yet could find 2 
q name, 


Cal! 
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Call ye chis madneſs ? damn that ſober Fool, 


(Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher, ſome reagning 
Tool) * 


Who the reproachful Term did firſt deviſe, 
And brought a ſcafidal on the beſt of Vice. 
Go, ask me, what's the rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy F renzy reel: 
Drunk with the Spirits of infus'd Divinity, 


They rave, and ſtagger, and arc mad, like me, 


VII: 


£ 


,/what an Ebb of Drink have we? 
Bring, bring a Deluge, fill us up the Sea, 
Let the vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup ; 
We'll drink'r, and all its Fiſhes too like Loaches UP» 
Bid the Canary Fleet land here : we'll pay 
The Fraight, and Cuſtom too detray : 
Set evgry man a Ship, and when the Store 


is empricd 5 let them ſtrait diſpatch, and Sail for 
more; | 


*Tis 


214 A DIT HYR AMBICXK. 
'Fis gone: and now have at the Rhine, 
With all its petty Rivulets of Wine : 


The Empire's Forces with the Spaziſh we'll com- 
bine, | 


We'll make their Drink too in confederacy joyn, 


'Ware France the next:. this Round Bordeaux 
ſhall ſwallow, 


Champagn, Langon, and Burgundy ſhall follow, 
Quick let's toreſtal Lorain; 

We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters drain 
And without Treaty put an end to the Campagn. 
Go, ſet the Univerſe a tiit, turn the Globe up, 

Squeeze out the laſt, the flow unwilling Drop: 


A pox of empry Nature ! ſince the World's drawn 
&y, 
"Tis time we quit mortality, 
'Tis time we now giveout, and die, 
Leſt weare plagu'd with Dulneſs and Sobriety. 


Beſet with Link-boys, we'll in triumplggo, 


' A Troop of ſtagg'ring Ghoſts down to the Shades 
below : 


Drunk 
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Drunk we'll march off, and reel into the Tomb, 
| Natures convenient dark Retiring-Room ; 


And there, from Noiſe remov'd, and all tumultuous 
ſtrife, 


Slcep our the dull Fatigue, and long Debauch of 
Lite. | 


[ Tries to go off, but tumbles down, and falls 


aſleep. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Author of theſe following Poems be- 
ing dead, the Publiſher thought fit to ac- 
quaint the World, that the reaſon why he expoſed 
them now in Print, was not ſo much for his own 
Intereſt (tho a Bookſeller that diſclaims Intereſt 
for « pretence, will no more be believed now adays, 
than a thorough paced Fanatick, that pretends 
be makes a journey to New England purely for 
lmſcience ſake) but for ſecurmg the reputation 
of My. Oldham ; which might otherwiſe have 
ſuffered from worſe hands, and out of a deſire he 
bas to Print the laſt Remains of his friend ſmce be 
bad the good fortune to publiſh his firſt Pieces. 
Ele confeſſes that it is the greareſt piece of in- 
Wi#fice fo publiſh the poſthumous Works of Au- 
thors, eſpecially ſuch, that we may ſuppoſe they 
had brought to the File and ſent out with more ad- 
vantages into the World, had they not been pre- 
vented by untimely death ; and therefore aſſures 
Jos he had never preſumed to Print theſe follow- 
2 ing 


Advertiſement. 


ing Miſcellanies, had they not already been coun- 
tenanced by men of unqueſtionable repute and e- 
ſteem. 

He is not of the ſame perſuaſion with ſeveral 
others of his own profeſſion, that never care how 
much they leſſen the reputation of the Poet, if 
they can but mhance the value of the Book; that 
ranſack the Studies of the deceaſed, and Print all 
that paſſed under the Author's hands, from Fi- 
teen to Forty, and upwards: and (as the incom- 
parable Mr. Cowley has expreſt it ) think « 
rude heap of ill placed Stones a better Mon 
ment than a neat Tomb of Marble. 


To the Memory of 


Mr.O LDH A M. 


Arewel, too little and too lately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own; 
For ſure our Souls were near ally'd; and thine 
1 | Caſt in the ſame Poetick mould with mine. 
One common Note on cither Lyre did {trike, 
And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike : 
if | To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
at K The laſt ſer out the ſooneſt did arriye. 
| Thus Ni/«s tell uponthe ſlippery place, (Race. 
f While his young Friend pertorm'd and won the 
O early ripe! to thy abundant ſtore 
Whar could advancing Age have added more ? 
4 It might (what Nature never gives the young) 
#-} Have taught the numbers of thy native Tongue, 
But Saryr needs not thoſe, and Wit will ſhine 
Through the harſh cadence of a rugged line. 
A noble Error, and but ſeldom made, 
When Poets are by too much torce betray'd, 
Thy generous fruits, though gather'd cre their Y 
prime 
Sill ſhew'd a quickneſs ; and maturing time 
Sur mellows what we write to the dull ſweets o 
Rhime. 
ace more, hail and farewel; farewel thou young, 
But ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue ; 
Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurels bound ; 
But Fate and gloomy Night encompals thee around, 


Te A} John Drydey. 


| Authori Epitaphium. 


OC, 0 Viator, marmore condit& 
Charge recuml.int Exuvie brevem 
Viventis (oh ! ſors dura) witam, 
Precoce culum anima petentis. 
Nec prefedita eft Mens celeris dint, 
Quin Puſtularum mille tumoribus 
Eifleruit, portiſque mille 
Prepes iter patefecit altum. 
Muſarum Alumrus jam fuit, artibus 
Inſftruttus almis, quas, ſtudio pio, 
Atque aure quam fidd repoſtas, 
Oxonii coluit Parentis. 
Flic quadriennis premia Filii 
Dignus recepi, Vellera candida, 
Colliti Honoris figna, necnon 
Innocut fimulacra cordis, 
Sed mane montis ſumma cacumina 
Aſcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 
Inſedit, atque errore multo 
Ipſum Helicona ſcatere vidzt. 
Nunc pura veri Flumina perſpicit, 
Nunc mira Mundi ſemina concipit, 
Pulchraſque primavi figuras, 
In ſpeculo ſpecies creante. 
At Tu, Viator, Numina poſcits, 
Ot diſſolutis reliquits, vara 
Dam mens remigret, detur ah! fit 
Terra levis, placidaſque ſomnus. 
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Onthe Death of Mr. John Oldham, 
A Pindarique Paſtoral Ode. we 


Stanza I. 


Ndoubtedly 'ris thy peculiar Fate, 
Ah, miſerable 4Aſtragon / 
Thou art condemn'd alone 
To bear the Burthen of a wretched Lite, 
Still in this howling Wilderneſs to roam, 
While all thy Boſom-friends unkindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below. 
Thy dear Alexis would not ſtay, 
Joy of thy Lite, and Pleaſure of thine Eyes, 
Dear Alexis went away 
With an invincible Surprize ; 
\ Th' Angel-like Youth carly diflik'd this State, 
And cheartully ſubmitted to his Fate. 
Never did Soul of a Celeſtial Birth 
Inform a purer picce of Earth. 
O that 'twere not in vain 
To wiſh whar's paſt might be retriev'd again ! 
Thy Dotage, thy Alexis, then 
Had anſwer'd all thy Vows and Pray'rs, 
And Crown'd with pregnant Joys thy ſilver Hairs, 
Lov'd to this day among the living Sons of Men. 
IT. 
And thou, my Friend, haſt lefr me too, 
Menalcas ! poor Menalcas ! even thou, 
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Ot whom ſo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book, 
Whoſe diſregarded Worth Ages to come 
Shall wail with Indignation o'cr thy Tomb, 
Worthy wert thou to live, aslong as Vice 
Should need a Saryr, that the frantick Age 
Might tremble at the Laſh of thy poetick Rage. 
_ uncutor'd World in after Times 
May live uncenſur'd for their Crimes, 
Freed from the Drzads of thy reforming Pen, 
Turn to old Chaos once again. 
Of all th'inſtruQtive Bards, whoſe more than Theban 
Lyre. 
Could ſavage Souls with manly Thoughts inſpire, 
Menalcas worthy was to live. 
Say, you his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, 
Tell me, you mourntul Swains, 
Has my ador'd Menalcas cit behind ; 
In all theſe penſive Plains 
A-gentler Shepherd with a braver mind : 
Which of you all did more Mazeſtick Show, 
Oc wore the Garland on a ſweerer Brow 2 
[ 11. 
—— —Þut way ward . "firagen reſolves no more 
Thc Lofs of I us Meza/cas todeplore : 
Lhe Þ R__ to Which he wilcly is withdrawn 
:lrogether bleſt ; 
T "a 2 no Clouds o'erwhclm his Breaſt, 
No Miinighr Carcs can break his Reſt 5 
For all is everlaſting cheerful Dawn. 
Lhe Pucr's Blits rhere ſhall he long poſleſs, 
Perfect Eaſe and fo't Receſs ; 
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The treacherous World no more ſhall him deceiye, 
Of Hope and Forcune he has taken Leave: 
And now in mighty Triumph does he reign, 
(His Hcad adorn'd with Beams of Light) 
O'er the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 
And the duil wealthy Fool's Giſdain. 
Thrice happy he that dies the Mules Friend, 
He needs no Obeliſque, no Pyramid 
His ſacred Duſt to hide ; 
He needs not for his Memory to provide ; 
For he might well foreſee his Praiſe can never end. 


Thomas Flatman. 


In Memory of the Author. 


Ake this ſhort-ſlummon'd looſe unfiniſht Verſe 
Cold as thy Tomb, and ſudden as thy Herſe ; 
From my ſick Thoughts thou can(tno better crave, 
Whoſcarce drag Life, and envy thee thy Grave. 
Me Phebas always faintly did inſpire, 
And gave my narrow Breaſt more ſcanty Fire. 
My bla Muſe through humble Meads ſoughr 
CollcEting little Sweets with mighty Toil; (Spoil, 
Yet when ſome Friend's juſt Fame did Theme afford, 
Her Voice amongſt the tow'ring Swans was heard. 
In yain for ſuch Attendance now I call, 
My Ink o'erflows with Spleen,my Blood with Gall ; 
Yer, 


Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſtcem of thee 
Was equal to thy Worth and Love for me. 
Death is thy Gain—that Thought affe&s me moſt, 
I care not what th ill-natur'd World has loſt. 

For Wit with thee expir'd, how ſhall I grieve ? 
Who grudge th' ingratcful Age what thou didſt 
The Tribute of their Verſe let others ſend, (leave, 
And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the Friend. 
Enjoy thy Fate—- thy Predeceſſors come, 

Cowley and Butler to conduct thee home. 

Who would not ( Butler cries) like me engage 
New Worldsof Wit to ſerve a grateful Age ? 

For ſuch Rewards what Task will Authors ſhun ? 

I pray, Sir, is my Monument begun ? 

Enjoy thy Fate, thy Voice in Anthems raiſe ; 
So well tun'd here on Earth to our Apo/lo's Praile : 
Let me retire, while ſome ſublimer Pen 
Performs for thee what thou haſt done for ZZomer 
and for Ben. 


eo  _—_ a =y _— — 


N.T, 
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On the enſuing Poems of Mr. John Oldham, 
and the Death of his good Friead the ingenious 
Author. 


Bſcure and cloudy did the day appcar, 
As Heaven deſign'd to blot it trom the yeat ; 
TheElements all ſeem'd to diſagree, 


At leaſt, I'm ſure, they were at itrife in me : 
Poſleſl 


v3 


Poſleſt with Spleen, which Mclancholy bred, 

When Rumor told me that my Friend was dead, 

That O/dham honour'd for his carly Worth, 

Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom from the Earth, 

Where late he grew, delighting every Eye 

In his rare Garden of Philoſophy. 

The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe, 

And all my Griets were doubled at the News : 

For we with mutual Arms of Friendſhip ſtrove, 

Friendſhip the true and ſolid part of Love; 

And he ſo many Graces had in ſtore, 

Thar Fame or Beauty could not bind me more. 

His Wir in his immortal Verſe appears, 

Many his Virtues were, tho' tew his Y ears; 

Which were ſo ſpent as if by Heaven contrivd, 

To laſh the Vices of the longer liv'd. 

None was more skilful, none more learn'd than he, 

A Poet in its ſacred Quality : 

Inſpir'd above,and could command each Paſlton, 

Had all the Wit without the AﬀeCtarion. 

ACalm of Nature ſtill poſſeſt his Soul, 

Nocanker'd Enyy did his Breaſt controul : 

Modeſt as Virgins that have never known 

The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town 

And cafie as his Numbers that ſublime 

His lofty Strains, and beautifie his Rhime, 

Till che Time's Ignomy inſpir'd his Pen, 

And rowzd the drowſie Satyr from his Den z 

Then fluttering Fops were his Averſion ſtill, 

And felt the Power of his Satyrick Quill. 

The Spark whoſe Noiſe proclaims his empty Parte, 

That ſtruts along the Mall with antick Gate; , 
An 


And all the Phy/l:s and the Chtoris Fools 
Were damn'd by his inyeCtive Mu'c in Shoals. 
Who on the Age look d with 1npartiai Eyes, 
And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice. 
To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, 
And as he well could judge, could weil commend. 
The mighty /Z-mer he with Care perus'd, 

And that great G:z/us to the World intus'd ; 
Immorta] Virg/l, and Lucretius too, 

And all the 5ccds oth' Soul his Realon know : 
Like Ovid, could rhc Ladies Hearts aſſail, 

With /Zorace fing, and laſh with Juwenal. 
Unsk:ll'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
But Pride to know he underſtood it well. 

Adieu thou modeſt Type of perfect Man ; 

Ah, had not thy Pertections that began 
In Liic's bright *Aorning been eclips* 'd ſo ſoon, 
We all had bask'd and wanton'd in thy Noon ; 
But Fare grew enviousot thy growing Fame, 

And knowin: 7 Heav'nfrom whence thy Genius came, 
Aſſign'd | rhee by immutable Decree 
A glori 2us Crownot Immortality, 

Snatch'd thee from all thy mourning Friends below, 
Juſt as the Bays were. planting on thy Brow. 

Thus worl: Jy Merithas the Worlds Regard ; 

Bur Poets in the next have their Reward ; 

And Heavenin 0/4ham's Fortune ſeem'd to ſhow, 
No Recompence was good enough below : 

So to prevent the Worlds inoratefu | Crimes, 

Enrich'd his Mind, and bid him dic betimes. 


T. Durfey. 


— —_— x” a" 
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Onthe Death of Mr. John Oldham. 


Fark ! is it only my prophetick Fear, | 
Or ſome Dearh's tad Alarum that I hear ? 
By all my Doubts 'tis Ol/dham's fatal Knell; 
Ic rings aloud, eternally farewel : 
Farewel thou mighty (zexias of our Ile, 
Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nation ſmile, 
In whom both Wir and Knowledge did conſpire, 
And Nature gaz'd as it ſhe did admire 
How ſuch few years ſuch Learning could acquire: 
Nay ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 
So tharp a Pen, and foſcrene a Mind. 
Oh then iament ; ler cach diſtracted Breaſt 
With univerſal Sorrow be policſt. 
Mourn,mourn,ye Mules,and your Songs give ocr ; 
For now your lov'd Adonis is no more. 
He whom ye tutor'd from his Infant-years, 
Cold, pale and ghaſtly as the Grave appcars : 
He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murmuring 
Stream, 
Your daily pleafure, and your mighty 'Theme 
Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead, 
The mighty Soul of Poctry is fled ; 
Fled ere his Worth or Merit was half known: 
No ſooner ſeen, but in a Moment gone : 
Like to ſome tender Plant, which rear'd with Care, 
Ar length becomes molt fragrant, and moſtfair z 


Long 


Long docs it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, 
Eſteem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm or Rain; 
Then comes a Blaſt, and all the Work is vain. 
But Oh ! my Friend, muſt we no more rehearſe 

Thy equal Numbers in thy plcaſing Verſe 2 
In Love how lott, in Satyr how ſevere? 
In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere ! 
Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in Delight, 

Ancafie Thought with a Meonzar Flight 3 

Horace in Sweetneſs, Futexal in Rage, 

And even Bi#lis mult each Heart engage ! 

Juſt in his Praiſes, and what moſt defire, 

Wou'd flatter none {or Greatneſs, Love or Hire : 
Humble, though courted, and what's rare to ſee, 
Of wondrous Worth, yet wondrous Modeſly, 

So far trom Oitentation he did ſeem, 

That he was meaneſt in his own Eſteem. 

Alas, young man, why wert thou made to be 

At once our Glory and our Miſery 2 

Our Miſery in loſiny thee is more 

Than could thy Lite our Glory be before : 

For ſhou*d a Sou! celeſtial | Joys polleſs, 

And ſtraight be baniih'd trom rhat Happineſs, 

Oh, where would be its Pleaſure? where its Gain? 
The Bliſs once taited bur augments the Pain : 

So having once ſo great a Prize in thee, 

How much the heavier mult our Sorrows he 2 
Forif ſuch Flighrs were in thy younger Days, 
Whar if thou'dſt liv'4,O what had been thy Praiſe? 
Ecernal Wreaths of never-dying Bays : 
Bur thoſe are auc already to thy Name, 
Which flandsenro!l'd in the Records of Fame ; 


WY 


And 


With laſting Praiſes we'll ſupply thy Urn, 
Which like Sepulchral Lamps ſhall ever burn, 

But hold ! merhinks, great Shade, I ſee thee rove 
Through the ſmooth Path of Plenty, Peace and 

Love ; 

Where Bev. ſalutes the firſt, o erjoy'd to ſee 
The Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : 
Great Spencer next, with all the learned Train, C 


And though thy great Remains to Aſhes turn, C 
| 


Do greet thee in a Panegyrick Strain: 
Adonis 1s the Joy of all the Plain. 


Tho. Andrews. 


DAMON, an ECLOGUE 
On the untimely Death of Mr. Oldham. 


\ 
Corydon. Alexis. 


Encath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds fate, (Fate: 
And talk'd of Damox's Muſe and Damon's 
Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eaſe; 
For ſometimes Melancholy it felt does pleaſe: 
Like Phzlomel abandon'd to diſtreſs, 
Yetev'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs. 
Cor. Fil ſing no more fince Verſes want a 
Charm, 
The Muſes could not their own Damoy arm : 
At 


Ar leaſt Til touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more; 
Unleſs, like Orphens, I could Shadcs reſtore. 
A. Rather, like Orpheas, celebrate your Friend, 
And with your Muſick Hell itſelf ſuſpend : 
Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 
And ſing of Damon's Mule, and Damor's Fate. 
C. When Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace, 
Lord, how the very London-brutes did gaze |! 
Sharp was his Satyr, nor allay'd with Gall ; 
'T was Rage, *twas generous Indignartion all. 
A. Oh had he liv'd, and toPerteC&tion grown, 
Not like Marce//us, only to be ſhown ; 
He would have charm' their Sence a nobler way, 
Taught Virgins how tofigh, and Prieſts to pray. 
C. Let Pricits and Virgins then to him addreſs, 
And in their Songs their Gratitude expreſs, 
While we that know the Worth of caſic Verſe, 
Secure the Laurel ro adorn his Herſc. (wear, 
A. Codrus, you know, that facred Badge does 
And 'twere injurious not to leave it there z 
Bur ſince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 
Do you with Baccar, guard and grace bis Tomb. 
C. While you (dear Swain) with unaffected 
Majeſlick, fad, and ſuited to che Time, (Rhime;, 
His Name to futurc Ages conſecrate, % 
By praiſing of his Muſc, and mourning of his Fate. 
A. Alas, I ncyer muſt pretend to this, 
My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune but what is his : 
Lec future Ages then for Damor's ſake, 
From his own Works a jult /da take. 


And from his meaneſt part his Size be known. 
C. "Twill be your Dury then to ſet it down. 
A.Once and bur once(fo Heaven and Fate ordain) 
I met the gentle Yourh upon the Plain, 
Kindly, cries he, it You Alexis be, 
And though I know you not yoy mult he be ; 
Too long already we have Strangers bcen, 
This Day, at leaſt, our Friendſhip muſt begin. 
Ler Buſineſs, that perverſe Intruder, wait, 
To be aboye it is poetical and great. 
Then with Aſſyrian Nard our Heads did ſhine, 
While rich Saban Spice exalts the Wine ; 
Which to ayjuſt Degree our Spirits fir'd ; 
But he was by a greater God inſpir'd: | 
Wir was the Theme, which he did well deſcribe, 
With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe. | | 
But as with ominous Doubts, and aking Heart, 
When Lovers after firſt Enjoyment parr, 
Not halt content ; for this was but a Taſte, C 


Yet then, but like Alc:des he'll be ſhown, : 


And wond'ring how the Minutes flew ſo falt, 
They vow a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt. 
So we but oh how much am I accurs'd! 


To think that this laſt Office is my firſt. 
'H 


' B Occaſuned 


 OI—m—mo—es 


e_—_ 


Occaſioned by the preſent Edition of the 
enſuing Poems, and the Death of the 
ingenious Author. | 


NUrs'd be the day when firſt this Godly Iſle 
Vile Books, and uſeleſs thinking did defile. 

In Greek and Latin-Bogs our Time we waſte, 
When all is Pain and Wearinels at beſt : 
Mountainsof Whims and Doubts we travel o'cr, 
While treacherous Fancy dances on betore : 
Pleas'd with our Danger ſtill we ſtumble on, 
Too late repent, and are too ſoon undone. 
Let Bodley now in its own ruins lie, 
By th' common Hangman burnt tor Herelie. 
Avoid the naſty /earned duſt, *twill breed 
More Plaguesthan ever Jakes or Dunghils did. 
The want of Dulneſs will the World undo, 
"Tis Learning makes us mad and Rebels too. 
Learning, a Jilt which while we do enjoy, 
Slily our Reſt and Quiet flcals away 3 
Thar greedily the Blood of Y outh receives, 
And nought but Blindneſs and a Dotage gives. 
Worſe than the Pox, or ſcolding Woman tly 
The awkward Madneſs gt Philoſophy. 
That Bedlam Beſs, Religion never fnore 
Phantaſtick, pie-ball'd, antick Dreſſes wore : 
Opinion, Pride, Moroſencls gives a Fame ; 
*Iis Folly, chriſten'd witha modiſh Name. 


| 


Let dull Divinity no more delight ; 
It ſpoils the Man, and makes an Hypocrite. 

The chief Profeſſors to Preterment fly, 

By Cringe and Scrape, the baſeſt Simory. 

The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel teach, 

And inſpir'd Ign'rance ſounder Dottrines preach. 

A way to Heaven mere Nature well does thew, 
Which reaſoning and Diſputcs can never know. 

Yet ſtill proud , Sr Sence in Pomp appears, 

And claims a Tribute of full rthreeſcore Years. 
Sew'd in a Sack, with Darkneſs circl'd round, 

Each man muſt be with Snakes and Monkeys drown'd. 
Laborious Folly; and compendious Art, 

To waſte that Life whoſe longeſt Date's roo ſhort. 
Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 

What Death unravels foon, and renders vain. 

We blindly hurry on in Myſtick ways, 

Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid Praiſe. | 
There's nought deſeryes one precious drop of C 


© But Poetry, the nobleſt Gift of Fate, (\wear, 


Which after Death does a more laſting Life beger. ). 

Not that which ſudden, frantick Heats produce, | 

g—— Wine and Pride, not Heaven, ſhall raiſe the 
uſe. 

Not that ſmall Stock which does Tranſlators make 3 

nat Trade poor Bankrupr-Poetaſters rake : 

but ſuch, when God his Fiat did expreſs, 

\nd powerful Numbers wrought an Univerſe. 

Vithſuch great David tun'd his charming Lyre, 

hat eyen Saul and Madyreſs could admire. 

ith ſuch Great O/dham bravely did excel, 

tar David's Lamentation ſung ſo well. . + 

B 2: Oldham # 


Oldham | the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight, 
Sometimes in boundlets keenelt Saryr bold, 
Sometimes as lotr as thoſe Love-tales he told. 
Thar Vice could praiſe, and Virtue too dilgracez 
The firſt Exceſs of Wir that cer did pleaſe. 
Scarce Cowley fuch Pindarique ſoaring knew, 

Yet by his Reader (lill was kept in view. 

His Fancy, like Fove's Eagle livd above, 

And bearing Thunder ſtill would upward move. 
Oh noble K i»g/ton ! had thy lovely Gueſt 

Wirth a large ſtock of Youth and Life been bleſt ; 
Nor all thy Greatneſs, or thy Vertues ſtore 
Had ſurer Comtorts been, or pleaſed thee more. 
Bur Oh! rhe dateisſhorr of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth, 

His ſou], the bright, the pure Echerial Flame 
Tothoſeloy'd Regions flew, from whence it came. 
And ſpighr of what Mankind had long believd, 
My Creed fays only Poets can be fav d. 

Thar God has only for a number ſtaid, 

To ſtoprhe breach, which Rebel Angels made. 
For none thcir rs can lo well ſupply 3 

They arcall o'r Scraphics Harmony. 

Then, and not that dichen the World ſhall up} 
And its baſe Doſs, Mankind their tortune mourn, 
Wrilcallro their old nathing quick return. 

The peevith Critick then thail bz aſham'd, 

And tor his $4ns of Vanity be damn'd, 


Oxon, May ih: 26th. 1684, 7. Wud 


————— 


On the Death of Mr. Oldham, 


' A PASTORAL. 


"An the Remains of an old blaſted Oak 

FJ Unmindful of himſelf Menalcas lean'd ; 
He ſought not now in heat the ſhades of Trees, 
But ſhun'd the flowing Rivers pleaſing bank. 
His Pipe and Hook lay ſcatter'd on the Grafs : 
Nor fed his Sheep together on the Plain, 
Letr to themſelves they wandred out at large. 
In this Lamenting ſtate Y oung Corydon 
(His Friend and Dear Companion of his Hour) 
Finding Menalcas, asks him thus the Cauſe. 


Cor "ydon. 


Thee have I ſought in every ſhady Grove, 

By purling Streams, and in cach private Place, 
Where we have us'd to fitand talk of Love. 
Why do I find thee leaning on an Oak, 

By Lightning blaſted and by Thunder rent ? 


What cucked Chance has turn'd thy cheariul Mind > 


And why wilt thou have woes unknown to me? 
But I would Comfort and not chide my Friend : 
Tell me thy Grief, and let me bear a Parr. 


B 3 Meualcas. 


Memalcas. 


Young A/trophel is dead, Dear Aftrophel, 

He that could Tune fo well his charming Pipe: 

To hear whoſe Lays Nymphs left their Cryſtal 
Spring, 

The Favxs and Dryades forſook the Woods, 

And hearing, all were raviſh'd : Switteſt Streams 

with-held their Courſeto hear the Heavenly'Sound, 

And murmur'd, when by following Waves preſt on, 

The following Waves forcing their Way to hear. 

Ofc che Fierce wolf purſuing of the Lamb, 

Hungry and wildly certain of his Prey, 

Letr the Purſuit rather than loſe the Sound 

Of his alluring Pipe: The Harmleſs Lamb 

Forgot his Nature and forſook his Fear, 

Stood by the Wolt and liſtned to the Sound. 

He could command a peneral Pcacc and Nature 

would obey. 

This Youth, this Youth is dead, the ſame Dilcaſe, 

"Thar carricd ſweet Orinda from the World, 

Seiz'd upon A/trophel : Oh Ler theſe Tears 

Be oftcr'd to the Memory of my Fricnd, 

And Let my Spcech give way a while to Sighs. 


Corydon. 


Weep on Menalcas, for his Fate requires 

The Tears of all Mankind : General the Los, 

And General be the Grief, except by Fame 
I knew hin: not bur ſurely this is he, 


Who 


Who Sun g learn'd *Coll in's, Or great * Eg 0n's * _ 
Praiſe ? Fobnſon, 

Dead ere he liv'd, yet have new Life from c 
him. 

Did he not mourn lamented *B7ox's Death; * Rccheſter, 

In Verſe equal ro what Boz wrote ? 


Menalcas. 


Yes this was he ( oh that I fay he was) 
Hethat could fing the Shepherds deeds fo well, 
Whether to praiſe the Good he turn'd hisPen, 
Or laſhr the egregious Folly of the Bad, 

In both he did excell. | 

His happy genius bid him take the Pen, 

And dictated morefaſt than he could write, 
Sometimes becoming Negligence adorn'd 

His Verſe, and Nature ſhew'd they were her own, 
Yet Art he us'd, where Art could uſeful be, 

But ſweated not to be correctly dull. 


Corydon. 


Had Fate allow'd his Lite a longer thread, 
Adding Experience to that wondrous Fraught 
of Youthful Vigor, how would he have wrote ! 


Menalcas. 


We wiſh for Life, not thinking of its Cares, 
I mourn his Death, the loſs of ſuch a Fricnd: 


But for himſelf he dyed in the belt Hour, 
B 4 AnJ 


And carryed with him ev'ry mans Applauſe, 
Youth meets not with Detractions blotting hand, 
Nor ſuffers ought from Envy's canker'd Mind. 

Had he known Age, he would have ſeen the World, 
Pur on its uglieſt bur its trueſt Face : 

Malice had watch'd the Droppings of his Pen, 
And ignorant Youths, who would for Criticks pals, 
Had thrown their ſcorntul Jeſts upon his Vene, 
And cenſur'd what they did not underſtand, 

Such was not my DearWſtrephel: he's dead, 

And I ſhall quickly follow him, what's Death, 

But an eternal Sleep without a Dream £ 

Wrapt in a laſting Darkneſs, and exempt 

From Hope and Fear, andev'ry idlc Paſſion. 


C or ydoy. 


See thy Complaints have mov'd the pitying Skies, 
They mourn the Death of 4ſtrophel in Tears. 
Thy Sheep rerurn'd from ſtraying, round they gaze, + 
And wonder at thy mourning : Drive them Home, 
And tempt thy troubled mind with eaſing Sleep. 
To Morrow chcarful Light may give thee Comtort. 


To 


S, 


| Altho' they are ſhort liv'd, they live a Day 3 


To theMemorrof 
Mr. FOHN OLDHAM. 


U T that 'tis dangerous for Man to be 
[) Toobutic with Immutable Decree, 
I could, dear Friend, ev'n blame thy cruel Doom, 
That lent ſo much, to be requir'd fo ſoon : 


The Flow'rs, ia which the Meads are dreſt fo ” 


Thou, in the Noon of Lite wert ſnatch't away : 
Though not before thy Verſe had Wonders ſhown, 
And bravely made the Age to come thine own ! 
The Company of Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 
Were not ſo charming, not ſo ſweet as thine ; 
They quickly periſh ; yours was ſtill the ſame, 
An Everlaſting, buta Lambent Flame; 
Which ſomething lo reſiſtleſs did impart, 
Ic ſtill through ev'ry Ear, won ev'ry Heart: 
Unlike the Wretch that ſtrives to:gert Eſteem, 
Nay, thinks it fine and Janty to blaſpheme, : 
And can be witty on no other Theme: 
Ah Fooliſh men, (whom thou did'ſt {till deſpiſe) 
That muſt be wicked to be counted wiſe! 
Butthy Converſe was from this Errour tree ; 
And yet, 'twas cv'ry thing true Wit canbe: 
None had it, bur, ev'n with a Tear, does own, 
The Soul of dear Society is gone. 

But 


/ 


But while we thus thy Native Sweetneſs ſing, 
We ought not to forget thy Native Sting : 
Thy Satyr ſpar'd no Follies, nor no Crimes; 
Satyr ! the beft Reformer of the Times ! 
How wide ſhoot they, that ſtrive to blaſt thy Fame, 
By faying, that thy Verſe was rough and lame 2 
They would have Satyr their Compaſſion move, 
And writſoplyant, nicely, and ſoſmooth, 
As if the Muſe were ina Flux of Love: 
But whoof Knaves, and Fops, and Fools would 
Muſt Force,and Fire,and Indignartion bring; (ing 
For "ris no Satyr, if it has no Sting : 
In ſhort, who in that Field would Famous be, 
Muſt think, and write like Fuwenal and Thee. 
Ler others boaſt of all the Mighty Nine, 
To make their Labours with more Luſtre ſhine; 
I never had no other Muſe bur Thee ; 
Evn thou wertall the Mighty Nine to me : 
 *Twasthy dear Friendſhip did my Breaſt inſpire, 
And warm'd itfirſt with a Poctick Fire; 
Burt *risa warmth that does with Thee expire: 
For when the Sun isfet that guides the Day, 
The Traveller muſt ſtop, orloſe his way. 


Robert Gould. 
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_ COUNT'ERPART 
TOTHE 


SATYR againſt Y ERT VE. 
In Perſon of the Author, 


l. 


Ardon me, Vertue, whatſocer thou art 
(For ſure thou of the God-head art a part, 


And all that is of him muſt be 


The very Deity.) 
Pardon, if I in ought did thee blaſpheme, 
Or injure thy pure Sacred Name : 
Accept unfcign'd Repentance, Prayers and Vows, 
Yac beſt Aronement of my penitent humble Muſe, 


The beſt that Heaven requires,of Mankind can pro- 
(duce. 


Allmy Attempts hercafter ſhall at thy Devotion be, 


Ready to conſecrate my Ink and very Blood to thee. 


Forgive me, ye bleſt Souls that dwell above, © 
Where 


z Counterpart to 


Where you by itsreward the worth of Vertue prove. 


Forgive (it you can do'r) who know no Paſſion now 
(but Love. 
And you unhappy happy few, 


| Who ſtrive with Life, and Humane Miſeries below, 


Forgive me too, 


It I in ought diſparag'd them, or elſe diſcourag'd you. 


Wl. 
Bleſt Vertue ! whoſe Almighty Power 


Does toour fallen Race reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more, 
Lifts us to Heaven, and makes us be 
The Heirs and Image of the Deity. » 
Soft gentle Yoak! which none bur reſty Fools retule; 
Which before freedom I would ever chuſe. 
. Eaſe areall the Bonds thar arc impos'd by thee 
Eaſfie as thoſe of Lovers arc, 
(If 1 with ought leſs pure may thee compare ) 
Nor do they force, but only guide our Liberty : 
 Byſuch ſoft Tics are Spirits above confin'd ; 


So 


The Satyr againſt Vertue. 3 


So gentle is the Chain which them to Good does 
(bind. 


Sure Card, whereby this frail and tott'ring Bark we 
Thro' Lite's tempeſtuous Occan here ; (our 
Thro' all the rofling Waves of Fear, 
And dangerous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe in thy Condutt.unconcern'd we move, 
Secure from all the threatning Storms that blow, 
From all Attacks of Chance below, 


And reach the certain Hayen of Felicity aboye. 
II. 


Beſt Miſtris of our Souls! whoſe Charms and Beau- 
And are by very*Age increaſt, (ries aſt, 
By which all other Glorics are defac'd. 
Thou'rt thy own Dowry, and a greater far 
Than All the Race of Woman-kind cer brought, 
Tho'cachof them like the firſt Wite were fraught, 
And half the Uniyerſe did for her Portion ſhare. 
That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſeleſs we 


Thro' Ignorance fo vainly Deific, 
Are 


4  Counterpart to 
Areall but glorious Brutes when un-endowed with 
*Tis Vice alone,the truer Jilr,and worſe. (thee. 
In whoſe Enjoyment tho' we find 
A flitting Pleaſure; yet it leaves behind 
A Pain and Torture in the Mind, 


And claps the wounded Conſcicnce with incurable 
Remorle, . (Kind 


Orelſe betrays us tothe great Trepans of Humane 
« IV. 


"Tis Vice,the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery, 
Whereby depoling Reaſon from its gentle Sway,” 
(Thar righttul Sovercign which we ſhould obey) | 
We undergo a various "Tyranny, 
And toun-number'd ſervile Paſſions Homage pay. 
Theſe with /E7zyptian Rigor us enflave, 
And govern with unlimited command ; 
They make us endleſs Toil purſue, 
And ſtill their doubled Tasks renew, 
To puſh on our too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 


Oc whichis worſe,to keep us from the Promis'd Land. 
| Nor 


ith 


CE, 


IC 


. 
bl 


The Satyr againſt” Virtue. 5 
Nor may we think our Freedom to rettieve, 
We ſtruggle with our heavy Yoak in vain : 
In vain we ſtrive to break that Chain, 
Unleſs a Miracle relieve ; 
Unleſs th' Almighty Wand enlargement give, 
We never muſt expe Delivery, 
Till Death, the univerſal Writof Eaſe,does ſet us free. 


V. 


Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſlallage confines, 
Like Roman Slaves condemn'd to th' Mines « 
Theſe are in its harſh Bridewe/laſh'd and puniſhed, 
And with hard Labour ſcarcecancarn ti:cir Bread, 
Others Ambition, that Imperious ame, 
Expoſes cruelly, like Gladiators, here 
Upon the World's Great Theatre. 
Thro' Dangers and thro? Bloud they wade to Fame, 
To purchaſe grinning Honour and an empty Name, 
And ſome by Tyrant-Luſt are Captive led, 


And with falſe Hopes of Pleaſure fed; | 
C 'Till 


6 ( ounterpart to 
"Till tir'd with Slavery to their own Deſires, 


Life's o'er-charg'd Lamp goes out,and in a Snuff ex. 
( pires. 
VI. 


Conſider we the little Arts of Vice, 
The Stratagems and Artifice 

Whereby ſhe does attraCt her Votaries: 
All thoſe Allurements and thoſe Charms | 


Which pimp Tranſgreſſors to her Arms, 
Are but foul Paint, and counterfeit Diſguiſe, 
To palliate her own conceal'd Deformities, 

And for falſe empty Joys betray us to true ſolid 

In vain ſhe would her Dowry boaſt, (Harms 

Which clog'd with Legacics we never gain, 


But with unvaluable Coſt ; 


Which got we never can retain ; 


Bur muſt the greateſt part be loſt, 


. To the preat Bubbles, Age or Chance, again, 


"Tis vaſtly over-ballanc'd by the Joynture which we 
make, 


In which our lives, our ſouls, our All is ſer at _ 
Like 


ex- 


The Satyr againſt Virtue. 7 
Like filly 1»djans, fooliſh we 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Traffick hold, 
Whilſt led by an illjudging Eye, 
W" admire a trifling Pageantry, 
And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads,or an Exchange's Frip- 
pery. p 
If we a while maintain th' expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
Such a vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, ( out] 
We're forc'd at laſt like wretched Bankrupts to give 
Clapt up by Death, and in Eternal Durance ſhut: 


VII. 


What art thou,Fame,for which fo eagerly we ſtrive? 
What art thou but an empty Shade 
By the Refletion of our Actions made > 
Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive ; 
But, like a Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after weare dead. 


'C 2 Poſt- 


6 ( ounterpart to 


"Till rir'd with Slavery to their own Deſires, 


Life's o'er-charg'd Lamp goes out,and in a Snuff ex. 
( Pires. 
V [. 


Conſider we the little Arts of Vice, 
The Stratagems and Artifice 

Whereby ſhe does attraCt her Votaries : 
All thoſe Allurements and thoſe Charms 


Which pimp Tranſgrefſors ro her Arms, 


Are but foul Paint, and countertcit Diſguile, 


To palliate her own conceal'd Deformities, 


And for falſe empty Joys betray us to true ſolid 
In vain ſhe would her Dowry boaſt, (Harms, 
Which clog'd with Legacies we never gain, 
But with unvaluable Coſt; 


Which got we never can retain ; 


Bur muſt the greateſt part be loſt, 


. To the great Bubbles, Age or Chance, again, 


"Tis vaſtly over-ballanc'd by the Joynture which we 
make, 


In which our lives, our ſouls, our All is ſet at ſtake. 
Like 


The Satyr againſt Virtue, #7 
Like filly I»dans, fooliſh we 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Traffick hold, 
Whilſt led by an illjudging Eye, 
W* admire a trifling Pageantry, 
And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads,or an Excharge's Frip- 
pery. 
If we a while maintain th' expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
Such a vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, ( out; 
We'eforc'd at laſt like wretched Bankrupts to give 
Clapt up by Death, and in Eternal Durance ſhuts 


VII. 


What art thou,Fame,for which ſo cagerly we ſtrive? 
What art thou but an empty Shade 
By the RefleCtion of our Attions made? 
Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive ; 
But, like a Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after weare dead. 


C 2 Poſt- 


$ +» ( ounterpart to 
Poſthumous Toy ! vain atter-Legacy ! 
Which only ours can be, 


When we our ſelves no more are we! 


Ficklcas vain! whodoſt on vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear experience find 


More changeable, more veering than the uncon- 
{tant Wind, 


What art thou, Gold,that chcar'ſt the Miſer's eyes? 
Which he does fo devourly idolize ; 
For whom he all his Reſt and Eaſe does {acrifice. 


'Tis Uſz alone can all thy Value give, 
And he from that no Benefit can cer receive. 


Curſt Mineral ! near Necighb'ring Hell begot, 


Which all _th' Infetion of. thy damned Neighbour: 
hood haſt brought. 


Thou Baud to Murthers, Rapes & Treachery, 


And every orcater Name of Villany ; 
From thee they all derive their Stock and Pedigree. 


Thou the lewd World with all its crying Crimes 
dolt ſtore, 


And hardly wilt allow the Devil the cauſe of more. 
An 
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And what is Pleaſure which docs moſt beguile 2 
That Syren which betrays us with a flattering 
Smile. 
We liſten to the treacherous Harmony, 
Which ſings but our own Obſequy. 
The Danger unperceiv'd till Death draw nigh ; 
Till drowning we want Pow'r to *ſcape the tatal 
Enemy. 
VIII. 
How frantick is the wanton Epicure! 
Who a perpetual Surfeit will endure ? 
Who places all his chicteſt Happineſs 
. In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, 
Which wiſe Sobriety eſteems but a Diſeaſe? 
O mighty envied Happineſs to eat! 
Which fond miſtaken Sots call Great! 
Poor Prailty of our Fleſh! which we cach day 
Muſt thus repair for fear of ruinous decay ! 
Degrading of our Nature, where vile Brutes are 
To make and keep up Man! (ſn 
C 3 Which, 
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Which, when the Paradiſe above we gain, 
Heay'n thinks too great an ImperfeCtion to retain! 
By each Diſcaſe the ſickly Joy's deltroy'd ; 

Ar every Meal it's nauſcous and cloy'd, 
Empty at beſt, as when in Dream enjoy'd ; 
When, cheated by a ſlumbering Impoſture, we 
Fanſic a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by ; 

And think we taſte, and think we ſee, 


And riot on imaginary Luxury. 
IX. 
Grant me, O Virtue, thy more ſolid laſting Joy; 


Grant me the better Pleaſures of the Mind, | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Pleaſures, which only in purſuit of thee we find, 


— . -- 


—_ — 


Which Fortune cannot marr,nor Chance deſtroy 
One Moment in thy bleſt Enjoyment is | 
Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous Bliſs, 
Which wederive from Senſe, 
Which often cloys, and muſt reſign to Impotence. 
Grant me but this, how will I triumph in my happy 


State ? 
- Above 
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Above the Changes and Reverſe of Fate ; 


n! Above her Favours and her Hate. 
[11 ſcorn the worthleſs Treaſures of Pers, 


And thoſe of r other ladies too. 


| : | ( Fame, 
[ll pity Ce/ar's ſelf with all his Trophics and his 


© | And the vile brutiſh Herd of Epicures contemn, 
And all the Under-ſhrievaltics of Life not worth a 

Nor will I only owe my Bliſs, (Name. 
Like others, to a Mulcirude, 

Where Company keeps up a forced Happineſs ; 
Should all Mankind ſurceaſe to live, 

And none but individual I ſurvive, 

Alone I would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear, 
Calm as the Minutes of the Evening are, 
And gentlc as the motions of the upper Air: 
Soft as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, 

When flowing in the numbers of Pindarique liberty, 
And when I ſce pale gaſtly Death appear, 


That grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, 
C 4 Which 
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Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the bleſt and wretched 
here; ; 
(tiny, 
I'll ſmile at all its Horrors, court my welcome De. 
And yield my willing Soul up in an eaſie Sigh ; 
And Epicures that ſce ſhall cnvy and confeſs, 


Thar I, and thoſe who dare like me be good, the 
chicfeſt Good polſlels. 
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CC L———_— 


ig. ECLOGUE VIIL 


The Enchantment. 


Poet, Damon, Alpheus, Speakers. 


Amon and Alpheus, the rwo Shepherds Strains 
I mean to tell,and how they charm the Plains. 
Il tell their charming Numbers which the Herd, 
Unmindful of their Graſs, in Throngs admir'd. 
At which fierce Savages aſtoniſh'd ſtood, 
And every River ſtopt its liſt'ning Flood. 
For you, Great S:r, whether with Cannons Roar 


You ſpread your Terror to the Ho/and Shore, 


Or with a gentle and a ſteady hand 
In Peace and Plenty rule your Native Land. 
Shall ever that auſpicious Day appear, 


When I your glorious Aftions ſhall declare ? 


Ic 


ee pe eee 
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It ſhall, and T throughout the World rehearſe 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spencer's Verſe. 
With you my Muſe began, with you ſhall end: 


Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command; 


And deign this Ivy Wreath a place may find 


Among the Laurels which your Temples bind. 


| 7E ___ (drew, 
'Twas at the time that Night S COC. :1ades With- 


And left the Graſs all hung with Pearly Dew ; 


When Damon, leaning on his Oaken Wand, 


Thus to his Pipe in gentle Lays complain'd. 
D. Arife, thou Morning, and drive on the Day, 


While wretched I with fruitleſs words inveigh 
Againſt falſe Ni/a, while the Gods I call 
_ With my laſt Breath, tho' hopeleſs to avail, 


Tho' they regard not my Complaints at all. 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, 


Menalus ever has its warbling Groves, 
And talking Pines, it ever hears the Loyecs 
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Of Shepherds, and the Notes of Mighty Pan, 


The firſt that would not let the Reeds untun'd re- 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Srains 
What 7 heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Mopſus weds Niſa, Gods | What Lover &er 
Need after this have reaſon to deſpair ? 
Griffins ſhall now leap Mares, and the next Ape 
The Deer and Hounds in Friendſhip ſhall engage. 
Go, Mop/ſus, get the Torches ready ſoon; 
Thou, happy Man, muſt have the Bride anon. 


Go, Bridegroom, quickly, the Nut-ſcramble make, 
The Evening-ſtar quits Oeta for thy ſake. 


Srike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
How ficly art thou match'd who waſt fo nice! 
Thou haughty Nymph who did'ſt all elſe deſpiſe! 
Who (lighr'ſt fo ſcornfully my Pipe, my Herd, 
My rough-grown Eye-brows, and unſhaven Beard, 
And think'ſt no God does mortal things regard. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What T heard ſung on the Mxnalian Plains, 


. 


(main, 


I 
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I ſaw thee young, and in thy Beauty's Bloom, 
To gather Apples with thy Mother, come, 
"T was in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 
To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide. 
Then I juſt entring my twelfth Year was found, 
I then could reach the tender Boughs from ground, 
Heav'ns! when I ſaw, how ſoon was I undone ! 
How to my hcart did the quick Poyſon run! 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What T heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Now I'm convinc'd what Love is; the cold North 
Sure in its craggy Mountains brought him forth, 
Or Africk's wildeſt Deſarts gave him Birth, 
Amongſt the Cannibals and Savage Race; 
He never of our Kind, or Country was. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue 
In Children's Blood ; a crucl Mother, thou ; 
Hard *tis to ſay of both which is the worſt, 


The cruel Mother, or the Boy accurſt, He 


Virg. Ecl. VIIL 17 


He a curſt Boy, a cruel Mother thou ; 
The Devil a whir to chuſe betwixt the two. 


, Strike up my Pipe, play me in tunefal Strains 
What T heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, 
Let Wolves by Nature ſhun the Sheep-folds now 
On the rough Oaks let Oranges now grow : 
Let the coarſe Alders bear the Daffadi!, 
And coſtly Amber from the Thorn diſtill : 
Let Owls match Swans, let 7y?'r#s Orphews be, 
In the Woods Orpheus, and Arjion on the Sea, 
Srike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Letall the World turn Sea, ye Woods adicu ! 
To ſome high Mountain's top Pl! &:r me now, 
And thence my felt into the Waters throw. 
There quench my Flames, and ler the cruci She 
Accept this my laſt dying Will and Lepacy. 
Ceaſe now my Pipe, ceaſe now thoſe war bling Sirains 


Which I beard ſung os the Maznaiuan F lains. 


This 
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This Damor's Song; relate ye Muſes now 
Alpheus Reply : All cannot all things do. 


A. Bring Holy Water, ſprinkle all around, 
And ſce theſe Altars with ſoft Fillets bound : 
Male-Frankincenſe, and juicy Veryain burn, 

Til try it I by Magick force can turn 
My ſtubborn Love: Tll try if I can fire (here, 
His frozen Breaſt: Nothing but Charms are wanting 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Charms in her wonted Courſe can ſtop the Moon, 
And from her well-fix'd Orb can call her down. 
By Charms the mighty Czrce ( we are told ) 
@lyſes ftam'd Companions chang'd of old. 
Snakes, by the Vertue of Enchantment forc'd, 
Ofr in the Meads with their own Poiſon burſt. 

' Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms ; 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms, 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, theſe three ſeveral Threads I compaſs round 
Thy Image, thus in Magick Fetters bound : 
Then round theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear ; 
Odd Numbers to the Gods delighttul are. 
Bring Daphnis frome the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Go tie me in three knots three Ribands now, 

And let the Ribands be of dift*r:ar Hue: 

Go, Amarylis, tie them itrait, and cry, 

At the ſame time, © They're true love knots, I rye. 
Bring Daphnis from :/ - 7 :w#, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lou'd Daplttiis to my longing Arms. 


Look how this Clay grows harder, and l:ok how 
With the ſame Fire this Wax doth ſofter grow ; 
So Daphnis, let him with my Love do ſo. 

Strow Meal and Salt (or {> theſe Rites require } 
And ſer the crackling Lur:l Boughs on fire : 
This naughty D4phnis ſers my Breaſt on flame, 
And I this Laure! burn in Daphnis Name. 
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Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


As a poor Heiter, wearied in the Chaſe, | 
Ot ſccking her lov'd Steer from place to place. 
Thro' Woods, thro' Groves, thro' Arable,and Walt, 
On ſome green River's bank lies down at laſt: 
There Lows her Moan, deſpairing, and forlorn, 
And tho” belated, minds not to return : 
Ler Daphnzs's Caſe be ſuch, and ler not me 
Take any Care to give a Remedy. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Theſe Garments erſt the faithleſs Traitor leſt, 

Dear Pledges of his Love, of which I'm reſt: 

Beneath the Threſhold theſe I bury now, 

In thee, O Earth ; theſe Pledges Daphnis owe. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daplinis zo my /onging Arms: 


Ot 


,, 
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Of Maris I theſe Herbs and Poyſons had, 

From Pontus brought: in Pontus ſtore are bred: 

With theſe I've oft ſeen Meris Wonders do, 

Turn himſelf Wolf, and to the Foreſt go: 

['ve often ſeen him Fields of Corn difplace, Gaiſe: 

From whence they grew,andGhoſts inChurch-yards 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 


Bring home lov d Daphnis to wy longing Arms. 


Go, Maid, go, bcar the Aſhes our at door, ant 

And them forthwith into the neighb'ring current 

Over thy Head, and don look back be ſure: 

I!ltry, what theſe on Daphais will prevail, 

The Gods he minds not, nor my Charms art all. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms. 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Behold! the Aſhes while we lingring ſtay, 
While we neglett to carry them away, 
Have reach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood, 


That lyes upon'e: Heav'nlend it be for good ! 


D Some- 
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Something I know not what's the matter : Hark ! 
I hear our Lightfoot in the Entry bark. 
Shall I believe, or is it only Dream, 


Which Lovers fancics are too apt to frame ? 


Ceaſe now ye Magick Charms, behold him come! 


Ceaſe needleſs Charms, my Daphnis is at home! 
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UPON THE 


MARRIAGE 


OF THE 


| Prince of ORANGE 


WITH THE 


| Lady MM ART. 


I. 


S when of old ſome bright and Heav'nly 
(Dame 
/ \ A God of equal Majeſty did Wed; 


Strait thro' the Court above the Tydings ſpread, 


Yrair atthe News th' immorcal Offspring came, 
D ©: Ana 
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And all the Deities did the High Nuptials grace ; 


With noleſs Pomp, no leſs of Grandeur we 


Behold this glad Solemnity, 
And all confeſs an equal Joy, 


And all expect as God-like and as preat a Race: 


Hark how united Shouts our Joys proclaim, 


Which riſe in Gratitude to Heav*'n from whence 
fl - they came; 


Gladſome next thoſe which brought our RoyalExile 
home, 


When he rcſum'd his long uſurped Throne: 


Hark how the mighty Vollies rend the Air, 


And ſhake at once the Earth and utmoſt Sphere ; 


Hark how the Bell's harmonious Noiſe 


'þ Bear Conſort too with humane Joys ; 


Bchold thoſe num'rous Fires, which up and down 


Threaten almoſt new Conflagration to thz Town. 


Well do theſe Emblems, mighty Orange, ſpeak thy 
Fame, 


Whoſe Loudneſs, Muſick, Brightneſs, all expreſs the 


lame ; 


'T'was 


As: 


le 


(+ 
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'T was thus great Jove his Semele did Wed, 
In Thunder and in Lightning fo approach'd her bed. 


IT. 


Hail happy Pair! kind Heav'ns great Hoſtages ! 
Sure Pledges of a firm and laſting Peace ! 
Call't not a Match, we that low Stile diſdain, 
Nor will deprade it with a Term ſo means 
A League it mult be ſaid, 
Where Countries thus Eſpouſe, and Nations Wed : 
Our Thanks, propitious Deſtiny ! 
Never did yet thy Pow'r diſpence 
A more Plenipotentiary Influence, 
Nor Heav'n more ſure a Treaty ratifie : 
To YOU, our great and gracious Monarch, too 
Ancqual ſhare of Thanks is due, 


Nought could this mighty Work produce, but 
Heav'n and You. 


Let others boaſt 
_ Of Leagues, which Wars and Slaughter colt; 


D 3 This 
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This Union by no Blood Cemented is, 

Nor did its Harmony from Jars and Diſcords riſe. 
Not more to your great Anceſtor we owe, 
By whom two Realras into one Kingdom grow, 
Hejoin'd but what Nature had join'd before, 
{ands diſunited by no parting Shore : 
By You to Forcign Countries we're Allied, 


You make Us Continent whom Scas and Waves di- 
(vide, 
III. 


LY 


How well, Brave Prince, do you by prudent Con- 


auct prove 
What was denicd to mighty Jove,. 
Torcther to be Wiſe and Love : 
" (ſhew, 
In this you higheſt Skill of Choice and Judgment 
"Tis here ciſplay'd, and here rewarded too ; 
Others move only by unbridled guideleſs Hear, 
But you mix Love with Policy, Paſſion with State: 
You fcorn'd the Painters Hands your Hearts 
ſhould rye 
F* (lye, 
Which oſt (and herc they muſt) the Original be- 
(For 
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(For how ſhould Art that Beauty undertake, 


Which Heav'n would ſtrive in vain again to 
make? ) 


Taught by Religion you did better Methods try, 
And worſhip'd notthe Image, bur the Deity : 


Go, envied Prince, your glorious B K I D E 
receive, 


Too great for ought but mighty 7O R# to 
give: 


She, whom if none muſt Wed, wp thoſe who meric 
Her, 


Monarchs mightceaſe Pretence, and flighted Gods 
iba 


Think You in Her far greater Conqueſts gain, 


Than all the Pow'rs of France have from your Coun- 
try ta'ne. 


In her fair Arms let your Ambition bounded lie, 


And fancy there an Univerſal Monarchy ! 
IV. 


And you fair Princeſs, who could thus ſubdue, 


What France with all its Forces could not do, 
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Enjoy your glorious Prize, 
Enjoy the Triumphs of your conqu'ring Eyes : 
From Him, and th' Height of your great Mind look 
And with neglect deſpiſe a Throne, A 
And think't as great to Merit, as to wear a Crown: 


Naſſau is all which your Delires or Thoughts can 
frame, 


All Titles lodge within that ſingle Name; (bear 


A Name, which Mars himſelf would with Ambition 
Prouder inthat, than to be call'd the God of War : 
To you, great Madam, (if your Joys admitIncreaſe, 
It Hcav'n has not already ſet your Happineſs 
Above its Paw'r to raitſc ) 
To You the zealous humble Muſe 

Theſe ſolemn Wiſhes Conſecrates and Vows, 

And begs you'll not her Offering refuſe, 
Which not your Want, but her Devotion ſhews. 


V. 
May your great Conſort ſtill ſucceſsful prove, 


In all his high Attempts, as in your Love 3 


May 


kk 
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May hethro! all Artacks of Chance appear 
As free from Danger, as he is from Fear ; 
May neither Senſe of Grief, or Trouble know, 
But what in Pity you to others ſhow : 
May you befruitful in as numerous Store 
Of Princely Births, as She who your great Father 
May Heav'n to your juſt Merits kind (bore 
Repeal the ancient Curſe on Womankind; 
Eafie and gentle, as the Labours of the Brain 
May yours all prove, and juſt fo free from Pain : 
May no rude Noiſe of War approach your Bed, 
But Peace her downy Wings about you ſpread, 
Calm as the Scaſon, when faic Halcyons breed. 
May you, and the juſt owner of your Breaſt, 
Both in as full Content and Happineſs be bleſt, 
As the firſt finleſs Pair of old enjoy'd: 
Ere Guilr their Innocence and that deſtroy'd: 


Till nothing but Continuance to your Bliſs can 
add, 


And you by Heay'n alone be happier made ; 


Till 
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Till future Poets who your Lives review, 
When they'd their utmoſt Pitch of Flatr'ry ſhew, 
Shall pray their Patrons may become like you; 
Nor know to frame a skiltul Wiſh more great, 
Nor think a higher Bleſſing in the Gift of Fare. 


AN 
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ODE 


For an Anuverſary of MU SICK 
on $. Cecilia's Day. 


I. 


Evin the Song, your Inſtruments advance, 


B 


And make the Strings to their own Meaſures dance. 


Tune the.Voice, and Tune the Flute, 


Touch the ſilent ſleeping Lute, 


bring gentleſt Thoughts that into Language glide, 
Bring ſofteſt Words that into Numbers ſlide : 

Let every Hand and every Tongue 

To make the Noble Conſort throng. 
Let ail in one harmonious Note agree 

To trame the mighty Song, 


ror this is Muſicks facred Jubile. 
þ II, 
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II. 
Hark how the wak'ned Strings reſonnd, | ns 
And break the yielding Air, 
The raviſh'd Senſe how pleatingly they wound, 
And c:!l theliſtning Soul into the Ear ; 


Each Pulſe beats time, and every Heart, 


With Tongue and Fingers bears a part. 
By Harmonies entrancing Power, 

When weare thus wound up to Ecſtaſie; 
Methinks we mount, methinks we tower, 

And ſeem to antedate our future Bliſs on high. 

TW. 

How dull were Life, how hardly worth our care, 
Bur for the Charms that Muſick lends! 
How faint its Pleaſures would a ppear, 

But for the Pleaſure which our Art attends! 
Without the Sweets of Melody, 

To tune our vital Breath, 


Who would not give it up to Death, 


And in the filent Grave contentedjlye ? 


IV. 


% 


An Ode on S. Cecilia's Day. 4-5 


IV. 

Muſick's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 
The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find; 
The gentle Spell that charms gur Care to reſt, 
And calms the ruffled Paſſions of the Mind. 

Muſick does all our Joy refine, 

{c gives the Reliſh to our Wine, 

"Tis that gives Rapture to our Love, 
And Wings Devotion toa pitch Divine 3 


Tis ourchict Bliſs on Earth, and half our Heaven 
(above. 


Chorus. 
Come then with tuneful Throat and String 
The Praiſes of our Art let's ſing; 
Let's ſing to Bleſt CEC TL 7 A's Fame, 
That grac'd this Art, and gave this Day its Name; 
With Muſick, Wine, and Mirth conſpire 
To bear a Conſort, and make up the Choir. 
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MADAM L.E. 


Upon her Recovery from a late 


Sickneſs. 


Madam, 
P Ardon, that with ſlow Gladneſs we lo late 


Your wiſh'd return of Health congratulate: 

Our Joys at fir{t {o throng'd to ger abroad, 
They hinder'd one another inthe crowd ; 
And now ſuch haſte to tell their Meſſage make, 
They only ſtammer whar they mcant to ſpeak. 

You the fair Subject which 1 am to ſing, 
To whoſe kind Hands this humblc joy I bring: 
Aid me, I beg, whilc I this Theme purſue, 


For I invoke no other Muſe but you. 


= 


Long time had you here brightly ſhone below 
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With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow. 

No envious Cloud e're ofter'd to invade 

Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade: 

Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 

But that you thoroughout Immortal were. 

Till Heaven (if Heaven could prove fo cruel) fent 
To interrupt the Growth of your content, 

As if it grudg'd thoſe Gitts you did enjoy, 

And would that Bounty which it gave, deſtroy: 
'Twas ſince your Excellence did envy move 

In thoſe high Powers and made them jealous proye. 


They thought theſe Glories ſhould they ſtill have 
ſhin'd 


Unſullied, were too much for Woman-kind. 
Which might they write as laſting as they'ce Fair, 
Too great for ought but Deities appear : 

Bur Heaven (it may be) was not yer compleat, 


And lackrt you there to fill your empty Scat. 
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And when it could not fairly woo you hence, 

Turn'd Raviſher, and offer'd Violence. 
Sickneſs did firſt a formal ſiege begin, 

And by ſure ſlowneſs try'd your Life to win. 

As if by lingring methods Heaven meant 

To chaſe you hence and tire you to conſent. 

But, thus in vain, Fate did to force reſort, 

And next by Storm ſtrove toatrack the Fort, 

A Sleep, dull as your laſt, did you Arreſt, 

And all their Magazines of Liſe poſleſt. 

No more the Blood its circling courſe did run, 

But in the Veins, like Ificles, it hung. 


No more the Heart (now void of quickning 
(heat) 


The tuneful March of vital Motion bear. 
Stiffneſs did into all the Sinews climb, 

And a ſhort Death crept cold through every Limb. 
All Signs of Lite from ſight ſo far withdrew, 
'Twas now thought Popery to. pray tor you. 
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There ul ght you (were not thar ſenſe loſt) have 
ecn 


How your. true Death would have reſented been : 

ALethargy, like yours, cach Breaſt did ſeize, 

And all by Sympathy catchrt your Diſcafe, 

Around you filent Imagery appears, 

And nought in the Spe&ators moves, but Tears. 

They pay what Grief were to your Funeral due, 

And yet dare hope Heaven would your Lite renew. 
Mean while, all means, all Drugs preſcribed are; 

Which the decays of Health, or Strength repair, | 

Medicines fo powerſul they new Souls would fave, 

And Life in long-dead Carcalles retrieve : 

But theſe in vain, they rougher Methods try, 

And now youre Martyr'd that you may not die 

Sad Scene of Fare! when Tortures were your gain: 

And 'rwas a kindneſs thought ro wiſh you pain ! 

As it the ſlackned ſtring of Life run down, 

Could orily by the Rack be ſcrew'd in tune. 


E 
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But Heav'natlaſt (grown conſcious that its pow'r 


Could ſcarce what was to die with you reſtorc,) 


And loth to ſee ſuch Glories overcome, 


Sent a Poſt-Angel to repeal your doom 3 


Strait Fate obey'd the-Charge which Heaven ſeat, 


And pave this firſt dear Proof, it could Repent: 


Triumphant Charms | what may not you ſubdue, 
When Fate's your Slave, and thus ſubmits to you! 
It now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 
And for another Clew her Spindle fit: 

And life's hid ſpark which did unquencht remain, 
Caught the fled light and brought it back again: 
hus you revivd, and all our Joy with you, 

Revivdand found thcir Reſurrection roo : 

Some only gricv d, that what was dcathleſs thought 
They ſaw ſo ncar to Fatal ruin brought : 

Now crowds of Bleſſings on that happy hand, 
Whoſe $kill could cager Deſliny withſtand ; 


Whoſe learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave, 


That Life which *cwas a Miracle to fave; 


Tat 


t 
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That Life which were it thus untimely loſt, 
Had been the taireſt Spoil Death e'r could boaſt : 
May he henceforth be God of Healing thought, 
By whom ſuch good to you and us was brought : 
Altars and Shrines to him arc juſtly due, 

Who ſhew'd himſelf a God by raiſing you. 

Bur fay, fair Saint, for youalone can know, 
Whither your Soul in this ſhort flight did po ; 
Went it to antidate that Happineſs, 

You muſt ar laſt (tho late we hope) poſleſs ? 
Inform us leſt we ſhould your Fate belye, 

And call that Death which was but Ecſtaſie, 
TheQueenof Love (we'retold) once letus ſee : 
That Goddeſles from Wounds could'nort be free; 
And you by his unwiſh'd Occaſion ſhow 

Thar they like Mortal us can Sickneſs know : 
Pitry ! that Heav'n ſhould all its Titles give, 
And yet not let you with them ever live, 

You'd lack no point that makes a Deity, 


It you could like it roo Irmortal 5, 
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And fo you are; half boaſts aDeathleſs State ; 


Although your frailer Part muſt yield to Fate. 


By every breach in that fair lodging made, 


Its bleſt Inhabitant is more diſplaid : 


In that white Snow which over-ſpreads your Skin, 


We trace the whiter Soul which dwells within; 
Which while.you through this ſhining Hue diſplay 
Looks like a Star plac'd in the milky way: 

Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſſed are, 

When they for Raiment cloath'd with Li oht appear, 
And ſhould you viſitnow the Seats of Blils, 

' You need not wear another form bur this. 

Never did Sickneſs in ſuch Pomp appear, 

As when it thus your Livery did wear, 

Diſcalc itſelf look'd amiable here. 

So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun oft gilded 
And Shades are raught to ſhine as bright as he. ( 


Grieve not fair Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 
(trace 


The marring Footſteps of a pale Diſcaſe, 


Regret 


upon her Recovery. 53 
Regret not that your Checks their Roſes want, 
Which a few Days ſhall in full ſtore replant, (Red, 
Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty 
Tells that you own no Faults that Bluſhes need : 
The Sun whoſe Bounty does cach Spring reſtore 
What Winter from the rifled Meadowstore, 
Which every Morning with an early Ray 
Paints the young bluſhing Cheeks of inſtant Day: 
Whoſe skill (inimitable here below, ) 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds which form Heay'ns co- 
lour'd Bow, | 


That Sun ſhall ſoon with Intereſt repay, 

All the loſt Beauty Sickneſs ſnatch'd away. 

Your Beams like his ſhall hourly now adyance, 
And every Minute their ſwift Growth enhance, 

Mean while (that you no helps of Healchs refuſe) 

Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Muſe : 

Which ſhall not of their juſt Perition fail, 

It ſhe (and ſhe's a Goddeſs) ought prevail. 


E 3 May 
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May no profane Diſeaſe henceforth approach, 
This ſacred Temple with unhallow'd touch, 
Or with rude facriledge its frame debauch. 
May theſe fair Members always happy be 
In as full Strength and well-ſet Harmony, 
As the new Foundreſs of your Sex could boaſt, 
Ere ſhe by Sin her firſt Perfection loſt : 
May Deſtiny, jaſt troyour Mcrits, twine 
All your ſmooth Fortunes in a Silken Line, 
And that you may at Heaven late arrive, 
May it to you its largeſt Bottom pive. 
May Heaven with ſtill repeated Favours bleſs, 
Till it its Pow'r below its Will confeſs; 


i 


Till Wiſhes can no more exalt your Fate, 


Nor Poets fanſie you more fortunate. 


ON THE 


DEAIH 


M* Katharine Kingscourt, 


A Child of Excellent Parts and Piety. 


—— 
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HE did, She did—I ſaw her mount the Skie, 
0 And with new Whireneſs paint the Galaxy. 
Heav'n her methought with all irs Eyes did view, 
And yet acknowledg'd all its Eyes too few. 
Methought I ſaw in Crowds bleſt Spirits meer, 
And with loud Welcomes her Arrival greet; 

Which could they grieve, had gone with grief away 


To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they. 
E 4 Earth 


'' 
| 
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Earth was unworthy ſuch a Prizeas this, 
Only a while Heay'n let us ſhare the Bliſs : 
In vain her ſtay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo, 
In vain we'd Court, whenthat our Rival grew. 
Thanks, ye kind Powers\ who did ſo long diſpenſe, 
(Since you ſo wiſh'd her) with her abſence thence : 
We now reſign, to you alone we grant 
The ſweet Monopoly of ſuch a Saint; 
So pure a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 
For fear to wrong her witha Name too low : 
Such a Seraphick brightneſs in her ſhin'd, 
T hardly can believe her Woman-kind. 


*T was ſure ſome noble Being leit the Sphere, 
Which deign'd a little to inhabit here, 
And can't be faid to die, but diſappear. 


Or if ſhe Mortal was and meant to ſhow 
The greater skill by being made below ; 

Ire Heay'n preſerv'd her by the fall uncurſt, 
Tatell how all the Sex were form'd at firſt : 


Never * 


ſe, 


| Scarce had ſhe learntto liſp Religion's Name, 
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Never did yet ſomuch Divinity 
In ſuch a ſmall Compendium crouded lye. 
By her we credit what the Learned tell, 
That many Angels in one Point can dwell. 
More damned Fiends did not in Mary reſt, 
Than lodg'd of Bleſſed Spirits in her Breaſt ; 
Religion dawn'd ſo early in her mind, 
You'd think her Saint,whilſt in the Wombenſhrin'd, 
Nay, that bright ray whichdid her Temples paint, 
Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 


E'r ſhe by her Example preach'd the ſame, 

And taught her Cradle like the Pulpit to reclaim. 
No Action did within her Practice fall 

Which for th' Atonement of a Bluſh could call: 
No word of hers &'er greeted any Ear, 

But what a dying Saint conteſt might hear; 

Her Thoughts had ſcarcely ever fully'd been 

By the leaſt Foor-ſteps of Original Sin. 
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Her Life did ſtill as much Devotion breath 
As others do at their laſt Gaſp in Death. 


Hence on her Tomb of her let not be ſaid, 


So long ſheliv'd 3 but thus, ſo long ſhe pray'd. 


SUNDAY-THOUGHT 
In Sickneſs. 


Ord, how dreadful is the Proſpect of 

- 4 Death at the remoteſt Diſtance ! How 
the {malleſt Apprehenſion of it can pall the 
molt gay, airy and brisk Spirits! Even I, who 
thought I could have been merry in ſight of 
my Coffin, and drink a Health with the Sex- 
ton in _my own Grave, now tremble at the 
laſt Envoy of the King of Terrors. To ſee 
but the ſhaking of my Glaſs makes me turn 
pale, and fear is like to prevent and do the 
Work of my Diſtemper. All the Jollicy 
of my Humor and Converſation is turn'd 
on a ſudden into ſhagrin and melancholy, 
black as Deſpair, and dark as the Grave, My 
Soul and Body ſeem ar once laid out, and I 
fancy all the Plummets of Eternal Night al- 
ready hanging upon my Temples. Bur 
whence 
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whence proceed theſe Fears ? Certainty they 
| arenot Ae Dreams, nor the accidental Pro. 
du of my Diſeaſe, which diſorders the 
Brains, and fills 'em with odd Chimara's, 
Why ſhould my Soul be averſeto its Enlarge. 
ment 2 Why ſhould it be content to be knit 
up in two Yards-of Skin, when it may haye 
all the World for its Purliew ? 'Tis not that 
Tm unwilling to leave my Relations and pre- 
ſent Friends : I'm parted from the firſt alres- 
dy, and could be ſever'd from both the length 
of the whole Map, and live with my Bod 
as far diſtant from them as my Soul m 
when I'm dead. Neither is it that I'm lothto 
leave the Delights and Pleaſures of the World, 
ſome of them [ havetried, and found empty, 
. the others covet not, becauſe unknown: Im 
confident I could deſpiſe 'em all by a Great: 
neſs of Soul, did nor the Bible oblige me, 
and Divines tell me, 'tis my Duty. I 
15 not neither that I'm unwilling to go hence 
before I've Eſtabliſh'd a Reputation, and 
ſomething to make me ſurvive my ſelf. | 
could have been content to be Still-born, and 


have no more than the Regiſter, or Sexton r 
Pp” cell 
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tell that I've ever been in the Land of the Liv- 
ing. In Fine, 'tis not from a Principle of 
Cowardiſe, which the Schools have called 
Self-preſervation, the poor Effect of Inftin&t 
and dull pretence of, a Brute as well as me. 
This Unwillingneſs therefore, and Averſi- 
on to undergo the general Fate, mult have 
a juſter Original, and flow from a more im- 
portant Cauſe. I'm well ſatisfied that this 
other Being within, that moves and actuates 
my Frame of Fleſh and Blood, has a Life be- 
yond it and the Grave; and ſomething in it 
prompts me to believe its immortality. A 
Reſidence it muſt have ſomewhere elſe, when 
it has left this Carcaſe, and another State to 

aſs into, unchangeable and everlaſting as 
ic ſelf after its Separation. This Condition 
mult be good or bad according to its Actions 
and Delerts in this Life; for as it owes its Be- 
ing to ſome Infinite Power that created it, 1 
well ſuppole it his Vaſſal, andoblig'd to live 
by bis Law ; and as certainly conclude, that 
according to the keeping or breaking of that 
Law, ts to be rewarded or puniſh'd hereat- 
ter, Thus Diverſity of Rewards and Puniſh- 


ments, 
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ments, makes the two Places, Heaven and 
Hell, ſo often mention'd tn Scripture, and 
talked of in Pulpits : Of the later my Fears 
roo cruelly convince me, and the Anticipati- 
on of its Torment, which I already feel in 

own Conſcience. There is, there is a 
Hell, and damned Fiends, and a never-dying 
Worm, and that Sceprick that dotibts of it, 
may find 'em all wichin my ſingle Breaſt; 1 
dare not any longer with the Acheift disbe- 
lieve then, or think 'em the Clergy's Bug- 
bears, invented as Nurſes do frighttul Names 
for their Children, to ſcare 'em into Quietnels 
and Obedience, _ How oft have I eriumph'd 
in my unconcern'd and fear'd inſenſtbility ? 
How oit boaſted of that unhappy ſuſpected 
Calm, which, like that of the dead Sea, 
prov'd only my Curle, and a treacherous 
Ambuſh to thoſe Storms, which ar preſent 
(and will for ever I dread:). ſhipwreck my 
Quiet and Hopes ? How. oft have I rejected 
the Advice of that Bofom-Friend, and drow- 
ned its Alarms in the Noiſe of a crumuleuous 
Debauch, or by ftupitving Wine (like tome 


condemn'd Malefactor) aym d my lelf againlt 
the 
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the- Apprehenſtons of my certain Doom ? 
Now, now the Tyrant awakes, and comes to 
pay at once all Arrears of Cruelty. Ar hft, 
but too late ( like drowning Mariners) I ſee 


the gay Monſters, which inveigled me into 


my Death and Deſtruction. Oh the gnaw- 
ing Remorſe of a raſh unguarded, unconfi- 
dering Sinner! Oh how the Ghoſts of former 
Crimes affright my: haunted Imagination, 
and make me fufter a thouſand Racks and 
Martyrdoms |! I fee, methinks, the Jaws of 
Deſtruction gaping wide to {wallow me; and 
I, (like one {liding on Ice} tho I ſee the 
Danger, cannot ftop from running incq\it. 
My Fancy repreſents to me a whole Legjon 
of Devils, ready to tear mein pieces, num- 
berlels as my Sins or Fears; and whither, 
Alas! whither ſhall Ifly tor Refuge 2 Where 
ſhall I retreat and take Sanctuary ? Shall I 
call the Rocks and Mountains to cover me; 
or bid the Earth yawn wide to its Centre, 
and take me in? Poor ſhift of eſcaping Al- 
mighty Juſtice! Diltrafting Frenzy ! thar 
would make me believe Contradictions, aud 
hope to fly our of the reach of him whole 

Preſence 
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Preſence is every where, not excluded Hel] 
ic ſelf; for he is there in the effects of his Ven- 
geance. Shall I invoke ſome Power infinite 
as that that created me, to reduce me to no- 
thing again, and rid meat once of my Being 
and all that tortures it 2 Oh no, 'tis in vain, 
I muſt be forced into Being, to keep me tre{h 
, for Torment, and retain Senſe only to feel 
Pain. I mult be adying to all Eternity, and 
live ever, to live ever wretched. Oh that 
Nature had placed me in the Rank of things 
chat have only a bare Exiſtence, or at belt, 
an Animal Life, and never given me a Soul 
and Reaſon, which now muſt contribute to 
my Miſery, and make me envy Brutes and 
Vegetables! Would the Womb that bare me 
had been my Priſon till now, or I ſtept out 
of tit into my Grave, and ſaved the Expen- 
ces and Toil of along and tedious Journey, 
where Lite affords nothing of Accommoda- 
tions to invite ones ſtay, Happy had I been 
if I had expired with my firſt Breath, and en- 
rer'd the Bill of Mortality as ſoon as the 
World : Happy if I had been drowned in my 
Font, and that Water which was to Regene- 
rate 
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tate, and give me New Life, had provd 
Mortal in another Senſe! I had then died 
without any Guilt of my own, but what 
[ brought into the World with me; and thar 
too atton'd for ; I mean that which I con- 
trated from my firſt Parents, my unhap- 
ineſs rather chan Fault, inaſmuch as I was 
Ty to be born of a Sinning Race : Then 
[| had never enhaunc'd ic with acquired 
Guilt, never added thoſe innumerable 
Crimes which muſt make up my Indict; 
ment at the Grand Audit. Ungrateful 
Wretch! I've made my Sins as numerous 
as thole Bleſſings and Mercies the Almigh- 
ty Bounty has conterr'd upon me, to ob- 
live and lead me to Repentances How 
have I abuſed and milimployed thoſe Parts 
and Talents which mighr have render'd me 
ſerviceable to Mankind, and repaid an In- 
tereſt of Glory ro their Donor 2 How ill 
do they turn to account which I have made 
the Parrons of Debauchery, ang Pimps 
and Panders to Vice? How ofc have [ 
broke my Vows to my Great Creator, which 


| would be conſcientious of keeping ro a 
F fiily 
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filly Woman, a Creature beneath my ſelf 
What has all my Religion been but an 
empty Parade and Shew ? Either an uſeful 
Hypocriſte taken up for Intereſt, or a gay 
ſpecious Formality worn in Complailance 
to Cuſtom and the Mode, and as change- 
able as my Cloaths and their Faſhion, 
How oft have I gone to Church (the 
place where we are to pay him Homage 
and Duty) as to an Aſlignation or Play, 
only for Diverſion ; or at beſt, as I muſt 
ere long (for ought I know) with my Soul 
ſeverd trom my Body? How I tremble 
at the Remembrance! as if I could put 
the Sham upon Heaven, or a God were 
to be ;jmpoſed on like my Fellow-Crea- 
ture: And dare I, convicted of theſe High 
Treaſons againſt the King of Glory, darc 
I expect a Reprieve or Pardon? Has he 
Thunder, and are not all his Bolts levelld 
at my. Head, to i{trike me through the ve- 
ry Centre? Yes, I dare appeal to thee, 
boundleſs Piry and Compaſſion | My own 
Inſtances already tells me, that thy Mercy 
is iafinite; for I've done enough to ſhock 
Long- 
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Long-ſufferance it ſelf, and weary out an 
Eternal Patience. I beleech thee by thy ſofr 
and gentle Attributes of Mercy and Forgive- 
neſs, by the laſt dying Accents of my ſut- 
tering Deity, have Piry on a poor, hum- 
ble, proſtrate and conteſling Sinner : And 
thou great Ranſom of loſt Mankind; who 
offered'ſt thy ſelf a Sacrifice to attone our 
Guile, and redeem our mortgag'd Happi- 
nels, do: thou be my Advocate, and 1n- 
rercede for me with the Angry Judge. 


My Pray'rs arc heard, a glorious Light now ſhone, 
And (lo!) An Angel-Poſt comes haſt'ning down : 
From Heav'n I ſee him cut the yielding Air ; 

So ſwift, he ſeems at once both there and here; 

So quick, my fight in the purſuit was ſlow, | 

And Thought could ſcarce ſo foon the Journey go. 
No angry Meſlage in his Look appears, 

His Face no ſigns of threatning Vengeance wears: 
Comely hrs ſhape, of Heavenly Mecca and Air, 
Kinder than Smiles of beautcous Virgins are. 


F > Serzh 


68 ASunday-Thought, ec. 
Such he was ſeen by the bleſt Maid of old 

When he th' Almighty Infant's Birth foretold. 

A mighty Volume in one hand is born, 

Whoſe open'd Leaves the other ſeems to turn : 
Vaſt Annals of my Sins in Scarlet writ, 

But now eras'd, blot out, and cancecll'd quite. 
Hark how the Heavenly Whiſper ſtrikes mine Ear, 
Mortal, behold thy Crimes all pardon'd here ! 


Hail Sacred Envoy of th' Eternal King ! 
Welcom as the bleſs'd Tidings thou doſt bring. 


Welcom as Heay'n from whence thou cam'ſt but 
now, 


Thus low to thy great God and mine I bow, 
And might I here, O might I ever grow, 
Fix'd an unmov'd and endleſs Monument 


Ot Gratitude to my Creator ſent. 


MEMORY 


Mr. Charles M, TEE. 
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A PINDARIQUE. 
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Ignis utique quo clariits effulſit, citis extinguitur, 
eripit ſe aufertque ex oculis ſubitd perfefla wirtus : 

quicquid eſt abſoluti facilins transfiuit, & optimi neu- 
tiquam diuryaut. Cambden. de Phil, Syd. 


O celeres hominum bonorum dies. Apul. 
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To the Memory of my Dear Friend, 


Mr.Cuarntes MoRwWENT: 


A PINDARIQUE. 


Oftendunt terris hunc tantim fata, nec ultra 


Eſſe finunt.— ———— Virg. 


I. 
(rate 
Eſt Friend! could my unbounded Griet but 


With due proportion thy too cruel Fate ; 

Could I ſome happy Miracle bring forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes and thy greater Worth, 

All Helicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 

And pay a Tribute to thy Shrine. 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould be, 
No longer nine, but one Melpomene : 
Each ſhould into a Niobe relent, 
At once thy Mourner and thy Monument, 
F 4 Each 
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Each ſhould become 
Like the fam'd Memnor's ſpeaking Tomb, 
To ſing thy well-run'd Praiſe ; 


| Nor ſhould we fear their being dumb, 


Thou till would'ſt make'em vocal with thy Rays, | 


I1. 


O that I could diſtil my vital Juicein Tears ! 
Or waſt away my Soul in ſobbing Airs! 
Were I all Eyes, 
To flow in liquid Elegies : 


That every Limb might grieve, 

And dying Sorrow ſtill retrieve ; 
My Lite ſhould be but one long mourning day, 
And like maiſt Vapors melt in Tears away. 

I'd ſoon diſlolve in one great Sigh, 

And upwards ily, 

Gadſoto beexhal'd ro Heav'n and thee. 
A Sigh which might well-nigh reverſe thy death, 
And hope to animate thee with new Breath ; 
| Pow'rfu! 
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Pow'rful as that which heretofore did give 
A Soul to well-form'd Clay, and madeit live. 


IIL. 


s Adieu, bleſt Soul! whoſe haſty Flight away 
Tells Heaven did nc'er diſplay 
Such Happineſs to bleſs the World with ſtay. 
Death in thy Fall betray'd her utmoſt ſpite, 


And ſhew'd her ſhafts moſt times are leyell'd at the 
white. 


She ſaw thy blooming Ripeneſs time prevent; 


She faw, and enyious grew, and ſtraight her arrow 
ſent. 


So Buds appearing c'er the Froſts are paſt, 
Nip'd by fome unkind Blaſt, 
Wirther in Penance for their forward haſte. 
Thus have I ſeen a Morn fo bright, 
So deck'd with all the Robes of Light, 
As if it ſcorn'd to think of Night, 
Which a rude Storm c'er Noon did ſhroud, 


And buried all its carly Glories ina Cloud, 
1 The 
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The day in funeral Blackneſs mourn'd, 
And all to Sighs, and all to Tears it turn'd. 


IV. 


But why do we thy Death untimely deem ; 
Or Fate blaſpheme 2 
We ſhould thy full ripe Virtues wrong, 
To think thee young. 

Fare, when ſhe did thy vigorous Growth behold, 
Ang all thy forward Glories told, 

Forgot thy tale of Years, and thought thee old. 
The brisk Endowments of thy Mind 
Scorning ith” Bud to be confin'd, 

Our-ran thy Age, and left flow Time behind ; 

Which made thee reach Maturity ſo ſoon, 

And art firſt Dawn preſent a full-ſpread Noon. 

So thy PerfeCtions with: thy Soul agree, 

Both knew no Non-age, knew no Infancy. 

Thus the firſt Patern of our Race began 

HisLiſe in middle-age, at's Birtha perfect Man. 
V. So 
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V. 


So well thou ated {t.in thy Span of Days, 
As calls at once for Wonder and for Praiſe. 
Thy prudent Conduct had fo learnt to meaſure 
The different whiles of Toil and Leaſure, 
No time did Action want,noAction wanted Pleaſure. 
Thy buſic Induſtry could Time dilate, 
And ſtretch the Thread of Fate : 
Thy careful Thrift could only boaſt the Power 
To lengthen Minutes, and extend an Hour. 
No ſingle Sand could c'er flip by 
Without «s Wonder, ſweet as high : 
And every teeming Moment ſtill brought forth 
A thouſand Rarities of Worth, 
While ſome no other Caule for Lite can give, 
But a dull Habitude to live: 
Thou ſcorn'dſt ſuch Lazineſs while here beneath, 
And Liv'dſt that time which others only Breath. 


VI. Next 
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VI. 


Next our juſt Wonder does commence, 

How ſo ſmall Room could hold ſuch Excellence. 

Nature was proud when ſhe contriv'd thy Frame, 
In thee ſhe labor'd for a Name: 

Hence *twas ſhe laviſh'd all her Store, 

As if ſhe meant hereafter to be poor, 

And, like a Bankrupt, run oth' Score. 

Her curious Hand here drew in Straights and joynd 

All the PerfeCtions lodge in Humane kind ; 
Teaching her numerous Gitts to lie 
Cranprt ina ſhort Epitome, 

So Stars contracted in a Diamond ſhine, 
And Jewels in a narrow Point confine 
The Riches of an 7dian Mine. 

Thus ſubtle Artiſts can 

Draw Nature's larger ſelf within a Span : (all 

A ſmall Frame holds the World, Earth, Hcav'ns and 

Shrunk to the ſcant Dimenſions of a Ball. 

| VII. Thoſe 
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VII. 


Thoſe Parts which never in one Subje&t dwell, 
Bur ſome uncommen Excellence foretel, 
Like Stars did all conſtellate here, 
And met together in one Sphere. 
Thy Judgment, Wit and Memory conſpir'd 
To make themſelves and thee admir'd : 
And could thy growing Height a longer Stay have 


known, 
Thou had(t all other Glories, and thy ſelf out-done. 
While ſome to Knowledg by degrees arrive, 
Through tedious Induſtry improv'd, 
Thine ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rules to thrive; 
But ſwift as that of Angels mov'd, 
And made us think it was intuitive. 
Thy pregnant Mind ne'er ſtruggl'd in its Birth, 
But quick, and while it did conceive, brought 
The gentle Throes of thy prolifick Brain (erty 
Were all unſtrain'd, and without Pain. 


Thus 
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Thus when Great Fove the Queen of Wiſdom bare 
So eaſie and ſo mild his Travels were. 


VIII. 


Nor were theſe Fruits in a rough Soil heſtown 
As Gems are thick'ſt in rugged Quarries ſown. 
Good Nature and good parts fo ſhar'd thy mind, 
A Muſe and Grace were ſo combin'd, 
"Twas hard to gueſs which with moſt Luſtre ſhin'd. 
A Genius did thy whole Comportment a&t, 
Whoſe charming Complaiſance did fo attract, 
As every Heart attack'd. 
Such a ſoft Air thy well-run'd Sweetneſs ſway'd, 
As told thy Soul of Harmony was made; 
All rude Aﬀettions that Diſturbers be, 
Thar mar or diſunite Society, 
Were Foreiners to thee. | 
Love only in their ſtead rook up its Reſt ; 
Nature made that thy conſtant Gueſt, 


And ſeem'd to form no other Paſſion for thy Breaſt 
IX; his 
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I X. 


This made thy Courteouſneſs to all extend, 
And thee to the whole Univerſe a Friend. 


Thoſe which were Strangers to thy native Soil and 
thee 


No Strangers to tby Love could be, 
Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. 

Thy Heart no[fland was, disjoyn'd 
(Like thy own Nation) from all human kind ; 
But*twas a Continent to other Countries fixt 
As firm by Love, asthey by Earth annext. 
Thou ſcorn'dſt the Map ſhould thy AfﬀeCtion 
Like theirs who loveby dull Geography, (guide, 
Friends but to whom by Soil they areally'd: 

Thine reach'd to all beſide, 
To every Member of the World's great Family. 
Heay'ns Kindneſs only claims a Name more ge- 
Which we the nobler call, © 


Becauſe *tis common, and youchlaf 'd to all. 


F 


X. Such 
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Xs 


Such thy Ambition of obliging was, (oleak: 
Thou ſeem'dſt corrupted with the very Power to 
Only to let thee gratific, | 
At oncedid bribe and pay thy Courteſie. 
Thy Kindneſs by Acceptance might be bought, 
It for no other Wages ſought, ; 
Bur would its own be thought. 
No Suiters went unſatisfy'd away ; 
Bur left thee more unſatisfy'd than they. (find, 
Brave Titus! thou mightſt here thy true PortraiCture 
And view thy Rival in a private mind. 
Thou herctofore deſerv'dſt ſuch Praiſe, 


When Acts of —_— did compute thy days, 


- Meaſur'd not by the Sun's, but thine own kinder 


Rays. | - Gel) 
Thou thought'ſt each hour out of Life's Journal 
Which could nor ſome freſh Favor boaſt, 


And reckon'dſt Bountics thy beſt Clepſydras. 


XI. Some 
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Xl. 


Some Fools who the great Art of givino want, 
Deflower their Largeſs with too {low a Grant: 
Where the deluded Suitor dearly buys 
What hardly can detray 
The Expence of Importunitics, 
Or the Suſpenſe of torturing Delay. 
Here was no need of tedious Pray'rs to ſue, 
Or thy too backward Kindneis woo. 
It moved with no formal State, 
Like theirs whoſe Pomp does for intreaty wait : 
| But mer the ſwift'ſt Deſires half way ; 
And Wiſhes did well-nigh anticipate z | 
And then as modeſtly withdrew, | 
Nor for its due Reward of Thanks would ſtay. 
X 11. 
, | Yer might this Goodneſs to the happy moſt accrue z 
Somewhat was to the miſerable due, 


Which they might juſtly challenge too. 


'0'F 


( What- 
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Whate'er Miſhap did a known Heart oppreſs, 


The ſame did thine as wretched make; 


Like yielding Wax thine did th' Impreſlions take, 


bl 


Thou could'ſt afflictions from another Breaſt tran- 


And paint its Sadneſs in as lively Dreſs. d 


And forcin Grict impropriate z 


it-times our Sorrows thine ſo much have grown, 


They ſcarce were more our own ; 
Who ſecm'd exempt, thou ſuffer'd(t all alone. 
XIII. 
Our ſmall'{t Misfortunes ſcarce could reach thy Ear, 
But made thee give in Alms a Tear; 
And when our Hearts breath'd their regret in 
As a juſt Tribute to their Miſcrics, (fighs, 
Thine with their mournful Airs did ſymbolize. 
Like Throngs of Sighs did for its Fibres crowd, 
And told thy Gricf from our cach Grict aloud: 
Such is the ſecret Sympathy 


We may betwixt two neighb'ring Lutes deſcry, 
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If cither by unskilful hand too rudely bent 
Its ſoft Complaint in penſive murmurs vent, 
AS it it did that Injury reſent : 
Untoucht the other ſtrait returns the Moan, 
And pives an Eccho to each Groan. 
From its ſweet Bowels a ſad Note's convey d, 
Like thoſe which co condole are made, 
Asitits Bowelstooa kind Compaſſion had. 
XIV. 
Nor was thy goodneſs bounded withſo ſmall extent, 
Or in ſuch narrow Limits pent. 
Let Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtill, 
Who think that Moiſture which they pill 
Can yield Relict, 
Oc ſhrink the Current of anothers Grief, 
Who hope that Breath which they in ſighs convey; 
Should blow Calamities away. 
Thinedid a manlier Form expreſs, 
And ſcorn'd to whincat an Unhappineſs 3 
Thou thought ic ſtill the nobleſt Piry to redreſs. 
t G 3 So 
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So friendly Angels their Relict beſtow 


On the unfortunate below, 


For whom thoſe purer minds no Paſſion know: 


Such Nature in that generous Plant is found, 


Whoſe every Breach does wich a Salve abound, 
And wounds it ſelf to cure another's Wound, 
In pity to Mankind it ſheds irs Juice, 
Glad with expence of Blood to ſerve their Ule: 
Firſt with kind Tears our Maladies bewails, 
And after heals ; 
And makes thoſe very Tears the remedy produce. 
XV. 
Nor didſt thou to thy Foes leſs generous appear, 
(It there were any durſt thar Title wear.) 
They could nor offer Wrongs fo faſt, 
But what werepardon'd with like haſte; 
And by thy aQts of Amneſty defac't. 
Had he who with'd the Art how to forget, 
Diſcover'd its new Worth in thee, 


He had a double Value on it ſet, 


As of material Bloxys. 
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And juſtly ſcorn'd th' ignobler Art of Memory. 
No Wrongs could thy great Soul to Grief expoſe, 


'Twas plac'd as much out of the reach of thoſe, 


No Injuries could thee provoke, 
Thy Softneſs always dampr the ſtroke : 
As Flints on Feather-beds are eaficſt broke. 
Attronts could ne'er thy cool Complexion heat, 
Or chatc thy temper fromits ſerled State: 
But ſtill thou ſtoodſt unſhockt by all, 
As if thou hadſt unlearnt rhe Power to hate, 


Or, like the Dove, wert born without a Gall. 


XVL. 


Where 'tis nota PerfeCtion, 


Let theſe themſelves ina dull 


Vain Stoicks who diſclaim all Human Senſe, 
And own no Paſſions to reſent Offence, 

May paſs it by with unconcern'd Neglect, 
And Virtue on thoſe Principles erect, 

but Detect. 
Patience pleaſe, 


Which their own Statues may poles, 


GC 3 
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And they themſelves when Carcaſles. 


Thou only couldſt to that high pitch arrive, 


To court Abuſes, that thou might| forgive : 


Wrongs thus in thy Eſteem ſeem'd Courteſie, 


And thou the firſt was cer oblig'd by Injury. 
X VII. 


Nor may we think theſe God-like Qualities * 


Could ſtand in need of Votaries, 


Which heretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. 
Each Aſſignation, each Converſe 
Gain'd thee ſome new Idolaters. 

Thy ſweet Obligingneſs could ſupple Hate, 

And our of it its Contrary create. 

Its powerful Influence made Quarrels ceaſe, 

And Fewds diſſolv'd into a calmer Peace. 

Envy reſign'd her Force, and vanquiſh'd Spite 
Became thy ſpeedy Prbſelyre. 

Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more; 

And thoſe which were thy Focs betore, 

Now with'd they might adore, 

Ce#ſar 
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Ce/ar may tell of Nations rook, 
And Troops by Force ſubjected to his Yoke : 
We read as great a Conquerer in thee, 
Who couldſt by milder ways all Hearts ſubdue, 
The nobler Conqueſt of the wo 3 
Thus thou whole Legions mad'ſi thyCaprtives be, 
And like him too could(t look, and ſpeak thy Vikto- 
X VIII Wh 
Hence may we Calculate the Tenderneſs 
Thou didit Exprels 
Toall,whomthou didſt with thy Fricndſhip bleſs: 
To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore 
To the young Offspring of their Womb, 
Or that of Lovers to what they Adore, 
Ere Duty it become : 
We ſhould too mean 1deas frame, 
Of that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injure ic by a degrading Name : 
Conceive the tender Care, 
Of guardian Angelsto their Charge aſſign'd, 
G 4 Or 
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Or think how dear 
To Heaven Expiring Martyrs are ; 
Thele are the. Emblems of thy mind, 
The only Types to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 
XIX. 
On whomſoe'cr thou didſt confer this Tye 
"Twas laſting as Ecernity, 
Anil firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny, 
Embraces would faint ihadows of your Unian 
Unleſs you could rogether grow. mou 
That Union whichis trom Alliance bred, 
Docs not ſo faſtly wed, 
Tho it with Blood be cemented : 
TharLink wherewith the Soul and Body'sjoynd, 
Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind 
Only 1o cloſe can bind. 
T hat holy Fire which Romans to their Yeſta paid, 
| * Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made, 
* Thy noblc Flames moſt fitly paralicl ; 
| For thine were juſt ſopure, and juſt ſoduradie. 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe feigned Pairs of Faithfulnefs which claim 
So high a place in ancient Fame, 
Had they thy better Pattern ſeen, 
They'd made their Friendſhip more divine 
And ſtrove to mend their CharaGters by thine. 
X X. 
Yet had this Friendhip no advantage been, 
Unleſs 'twere exercis'd within; 
Whar did thy Love to other Objects tie, 
The fame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 
And reconcild thy ſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its Harmony increaſt. 
Thy mind did with ſuch regular Calmneſs moye, 
As held reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
Reaſon there fix'd its peacetul Throne, 
And rcign'd alone. 
The Will its eaſie Neck to Bondage gave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave. 


— — _— —_ _ 
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2” - MID bn IC AC OP Ix; ARE =, I noo. 
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The Paſſions rais'd no Civil Wars, 


Nor diſcompos'd thee with inteſtine Jars : 
All did obey, 
And paid Allegiance to its rightful Sway. 


All threw their reſty Tempers by, 
And gentler Figures drew, 
Gentle as Nature in its Infancy, 
As when themſelves in their firſt Beings grew. 
XX TI. 
Thy Soul within ſuch ſilent Pomp did keep. 
As if Humanity were 1ull'd aſleep. 
So gentle was thy Pilgrimage beneath, 
Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make lcis noiſe, 
Or fe foft Journcy which a Planet goes. 
Life ſeem'd all calm as its laſt Breath. 
A till Tranquillicy ſo huſht thy Breaſt, 
As if ſome Halcyon were its Gueſt, 
And there had built her Nelt ; 
It hardly now enjoys a greater Reſt, 


(Peace, 
As that ſmooth Sca which wears the Name of 


Still 
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Still with one even Face appears, 
And feels no Tides to change it from its place, 
No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: 
As that unſpotted Sky, 
Where Nile docs want of Rain ſupply, 
{s free from Clouds, from Storms is ever free. 
So thy unvary'd mind was always one, 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill ſhone, 
As caus'd thy little World to ſeem all remp'rate 
X XII (Zone. 


Ler Fools their high Extraction boaſt, (coſt, 
| AndGreatneſs, which no Travel, but their Mothers, 
Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 

Which theirs by Will and Teſtament became; 
At beſt but mcer Inheritance, 
As oft the Spoils as Gift of Chance. 
Let ſome ill-plac't Repute on Scutcheons rear 
As fading as the Colors which thoſe bear ; 
And prize a painted Field, 
Which Wealth as ſoon as Fame can yield, 


Thou 
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Thou ſcorn'dſt at ſuch low Rates to purchaſe 
Worth, 


Nor couldſt thou owe it only to thy Birth. 
Thy ſelf-born Greatneſs was above the Power 
Of Parentsto entail, or Fortune to deflower, 


Thy Soul, which like the Sun, Heaven molded 
bright, 


Diſdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light, 


Thus from himlſelt th' Erernal Being grew, 


And from no other Cauſe his Grandeur drew. 


X XIII. 
Howe'er it truc Nobility 
Rather in Souls than in the Blood does lie: 
If from thy better part we Mcaſures take, 
And that the Standard of our Value make, 
Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry 
To blazon thee. 
Thy Soul was big enough to pity Kings, 
And look'd on Empires as poor humble things. 


Great as his boundleſs Mind, 


Who 


le 
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Who thought himſelf in one wide Globe confin'd, 

And for another pin'd. 

Great as that Spirit whoſe large Powers rowl 

Thro' the vaſt Fabrick of this ſpatious Bowl, 
And tell rhe World as well as Man can boaſt a Soul. 

XXIV. 

Yet could not this an Haughtineſs beger, 

Or thee above the common Level ſer. 

Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 

(As things moſt lofty ſmaller ſtill appear) 

With thee did no Alliance bear. 

Low Merits oft are by too high Eſteem bely'd, 
Whoſe Owners leſſen while they raiſe their Price; 
Thine were above the very Guilt of Pride, 

Above all others, and thy own Zyperbole : 

In thce the wid'ſt Extreams were joyn'd 
The lotticſt, and the lowlieſt Mind. 
Thus tho ſome part of Heav'ns vaſt Round 


Appear bur low, and ſeem to touch the Ground, 


Yer 
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Yet 'tis well known almoſt to bound the Spheres, 
"Tis truly held to be above the Stars. 
XXV. 
While thy brave Mind preſerv'd this noble Frame, 
Thou ſtoodſt at once ſecure 
From all the Flattery and Obloquy of Fame, 


Its rough and gentler Breath were both-to thee 
the ſame : | 

(lower; 

Nor this could thee exalr, nor that deprels thee 

But thou from thy great Soul on both look'dſt | 


down 
(Frown. 


Without the ſmall concernment of a Smile or 
Heav'n leſs dreads that it ſhould fir'd be 
By the weak flitring Sparks that upwards ly, 
Leſs the bright Goddeſs of the Night 
Fears thoſe loud howlings that revile her Light 


Than thou Malignant Tongues thy Worth 
ſhould blaſt, 


Which was too great for Envy's Cloud to overcall. 
'T was thy brave Mcthod to deſpiſe Contempt, 


And make what was the Fault the Puniſhment, 


What 


% 
Jy 
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What more Aſlaults could weak DetraCtion raiſe, 
When thou couldſt Saint diſgrace, 
And turn Reproach to Prailc. "r 
So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun, oft gilded 
And Shades are taught to ſhine as brightas he, 
So Diamonds, when envious Night 
Would ſhroud their Splendor, look moſt bright, 
And from its Darkneſs ſeem to borrow Light, 
XXVI. 
Had Heav'n compos'd thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame: 


Could Virtuc been but Proof againſt Death's 
Arms, 


TlYadſt ſtood unvanquiſht by theſe Harms, 
Safe in a Circle made by thy own Charms. 
Fond Pleaſure, whoſe ſoft Magick oft beguiles 
Raw unexperienc'd Souls, 
And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 
Could ne'er enſaare thee with her Wiles, 


Or make thee Captive to her ſoothing Smiles. 


- 
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In vain that Pimp of Vice aſlay'd to pleaſe, 

In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace. 
Thy Prudence ſtill that Syrez paſt 
Without being pinion'd to the Maſt : 

All its Attempts were incfteCtual found ; 
Heav'n fenc'd thy heart withits own Mound, 


And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground. 
XXVII. 


The mad Capricio's of the doating Age 
Could ne'er in the ſame Frenzy thee engage ; 
But mov'd thce rather with a pgencrous Rape. 
Gallants, who their high Breeding prize, 
Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent is to court a faſhionable Sin, 
And aCt ſome fine Tranſgreſſion with a janty Meen, 
May by ſuch Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Letthoſe gay Fops who deem 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 


Grow ſcandalous to get Eſteem ; 


And by Diſgrace ſtrive tobe eminent. 


Here 
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Here thou diſdainſt the common Road, 
Nor wouldſt by ought be woo'd 
To wear the yain Iniquities o'th' Mode. 
Vice with thy PraCtice did fo diſagree, 
Thou ſcarce couldſt bear it in thy Theory. 
Thou didft ſuch Ignorance*bove Knowledg prize; 
And here to be unskill'd, is tobe wiſe. 
Such the firſt Founders of our Blood, 
While yet untempted, ſtood 
Contented only to know Good. 
XXVIIL. 
Virtue alone did ouide thy Actions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life didſt ſteer : 
No ſly Decoy would ſerve, 
; | To make thee from its rigid DiCtates ſwerve, 
Thy Love ne'er thought her worſe 
Becauſe thou hadſt ſo few Competitors. 
Thou couldſt adore her when ador'd by none 


Content to be her Votary alone : 


H 
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When 'twas proſcrib'd the unkind World 
And toblind Cells, and Grotto's hurl'd, 
When thought the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain, 
Fit for grave Anchorets to entertain, 
A thin Chimera, whom dull Gown-Men frame 
To pull deluded Mortals with an empty Name. 
XXIMX. 


Thou own'dſt no Crimes that ſhun'd the 
Light, 


Whoſe Horror might thy Blood aftright, 
And force it toits known Retreat. 

While the pale Checks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate : 
Thy Faults might all be on thy Forehead wore, 

And the whole World thy Confeſlor. 
Conſcience within ſtill kept Aſlize, 
To puniſh and deter Impicries : 
That inbred Judg, ſuch ſtrict InſpeCtion bore, 
So travers'd all thy Actions ore; 


Tb' Eternal Judge could ſcarce do more: 


Thole 
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Thoſe little Eſcapades of Vice, 

Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt 

I'th' Crowd of following Sins forgor and loſt, 

Could ne'cr its Sentence or Arraignment miſs : 

Thou didſt prevent the young deſires of ill, 
And them in their firſt Morions kill : 


The very thoughts in others unconfin'd 
Andlawleſsas the Wind, 


Thou couldſt ro Rule and Order bind. 
They durſt not any Stamp, bur that of Virtue bear, 


And free from ſtain as thy moſt publick Actions 
Were. 


Let wild Debauchees liug their darling Vice, 
And court no other Paradife, 
Till want of Power 
Bids 'em diſcard the ſtale Amour; 
And when diſabled Strength ſhall force ' 
A ſhort Djvorce, 
Miſcall that weak forbearance Abſtinence, 
Which wiſe Morality and better Sence 


H 3 
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Stiles but at beſt a ſneaking Impotence. 


But truly thoughtſt it always Virtues Skeleton, 


Nor didſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 


Thine far a Nobler Pitch did fly 
*T 'wasall free choice, nought of Neceſlity. 
Thou didſt that puny Soul diſdain 
Whoſe half ſtrain Virtue only can reſtrain ; 
Nor wouldit that empty Being own, 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone, 


X XX. 


Who Virtue, only for its Dowry love, 


Unbrib'd thou didſt her ſterling ſelf eſpoule: 


Nor wouldſta better Miſtris chooe. 


Thou couldſt AﬀeCtion to her bare /4za pay, 
The firſt that cer careſs'd her the Platonick way. 


To ſee her in her own Attractions dreſt, 


Did all thy Love arreſt, 
Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy Breſt, 
Thy generous Loyalty 


Would nc'er a' Mercenary be, 
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But choſe to ſerve her ſtill without a Livery. 
Yet waſt thou not of Recompence debarr'd, 


But countedſt Honeſty its own Reward ; 
Thou didſt not wiſh a greater Bliſs t accrue, 
For to be good to thee was to be happy too, 
Thar ſecret Triumph of thy Mind, 
Which always thou in doing well didſt find, 


Were Heaven enough, were there no other Hcayen 
defign'd. 


XXXI. 
What Virtues few poſſeſs but by Retail 
In groſs could thee their Owner call; 

They all did inthy fingle Circle fall. 
Thou waſt a living Syſtem where were wrote 
All thoſe high Morals which in Books are ſought. 

Thy Practice did more Virtucs ſhare 
Than heretofore the learned Porch cer knew, 
Or in the Stagyrites ſcant Ethics grew*: 
Devyout thou waſt as holy Hermits are, 
Which ſhare their time*rwixt Ecſtaſicand Prayer. 


H 3 Modeſt 
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Modeſt as Infant Roſes in their bloom, 
Which in a Bluſh their Lives conſume, 


Xx" So Chaſt, the Dead are only more, 


Who lie divorc'd from Obje&s, and from Power. 
So pure, thar if bleſt Saints could be 
Taught Innecence, they'd gladly learn of thee, 


Thy Virtues height in Heaven alone could grow 


Nor to ought elſe would for Acceſſion owe : 

It only now's more pertect than it was below. 

XXXII. 

Hence, tho'at once thy Soul liv'd hereand there, 
Yet Heaven aloneits Thoughtsdid ſhare 3 
[It own'd no home, but in the aCtive Sphere. 

Its Motions always did to that bright Centre row!, 
And ſcem'd t inform thee only on Parole. 

Look how the Needle does to its dear Northincline, 


—_— 


As wer't not fixt *rwould to that Region climbj 
Or mark what hidden force 
Bids the Flame upwards take its courſe, 


And makes it with that Swiftnels riſe, 


AS 
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As if *cwere wing'd by th' Air thro which it flies. 
Sucha ſtrong Virtue did thy Inclinations bend, 
And made 'em ſtill to the bleſt Manſions tend. 
That mighty Slave whom the proud Victor's 
Shut Pris'ner in a golden Cage, (Rage 
Condemn'd to glorious Vaſlalage, 
Ne'cr long'd for dear Enlargement more, 
Nor his gay Bondage with leſs patience bore, 
Than this great Spirit brooke its tediousStay, 
While fetter'd here in brittle Clay, 
And wiſh'd to diſengage and fly away. 
It vex'd and chat'd, and ſtill deſir'd ro be 
Releas'd to the ſweet Freedom of Eternity. 
XX XIII. 
' Nor were its Wiſhes long unheard, 
Fate ſoon at its deſire appear'd. 
And ſtrait for an Aſſault prepar'd. 
A ſudden and a fwift Diſeaſe 
Firſt on thy Heart Life's chiefeſt Fort does ſeize, 
And then on all the Suburb-virals preys : 
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Next it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 


And ſcatters Poyſan through its purple Flood, 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops ir ſends, 
And Pain, which like a Rack the Nerves extends, 
Anguiſh through every Mcmber flies, 
And all thoſe inward Gemonzes 
Whereby frail Fleſh in Torture dies. 
 Allthe ftaid Glories of thy Face, 
Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly 
Arc now impair'd, —__ 
And quite by the rude hand of Sickneſs mar'd. 
Thy Body where due Symmetry 
In juft proportions once did lie; 
Now hardly could be known, 
Its very Figure outof Faſhion grown ; 
And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, 
| And Lite once more adjourn, 


'Twould ſtand amaz'd to fee its alrer'd Frame, 


And doubt (almoſt) whether its own Carcaſs were 
the lame. 


XXAXIV. 
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X XXIV. 
And here thy Sickneſs does new matter raiſe 
Both for thy Virtue and our Praiſe ; 
"Twas here thy Picture look'd moſt near, 
When deep'ſt in Shades'twas ſet, 
Thy Virtues only thus could fairer be 
Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 
Thy Soul which haſten'd now to be enlarg'd, 
And of its groſler Load diſcharg'd, 
Began to act aboye its wonted rate, 
And pave a Przlude of its next unbody'd State. 
So dying Tapers near their Fall, 
When their own Luſtre lights their Funeral, 
Contract their Strength into one brighter Fire, 
And in that Blaze triumphantly expire, 
So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 
Tho' he gild Heav'n with a glorious Riſe, 
Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Set; 
' And then he looks moſt great, 
And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 
XXXVI 
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XXXVLI (hear 
Thou ſharpeſt Pains didſt with that Courage 
And ſtill thy Looks ſo unconcern'd didſt wear : 
Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee; 


For they were ſick in Effigie. 
Like ſome well-faſhion'd Arch thy Patience ſtood, 
And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. 
Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint 
Would make another faint ; 
Thou could'{t endure in true Reality, 
And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee. 
Thoſe 7ndians who their Kings by Tortureschoſe, 
SubjeCting all the Royal Iflue to that Teſt 
Could ne'er thy Sway refuſe, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers beſt. 
Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
Thou'dſt claim'd their Choice alone; 
They with a Crown had paid thy Fortitude, 
And turn'd thy Death-bed co a Throne. 


XXX VII 
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X XVII. 
= All thoſe Heroick Pieties, 
Whoſe Zeal to Truth made them its Sacrifice: 
Thoſe nobler Scevola's, whoſe holy Rage 
Did their whole ſelves in cruel Flames engage, 
1 & Who did amidſt their Force unmovy'd appear, 
As if thoſe Fires but lambent were; 
t 8 Or they had found their Empyreum there. 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 


They'd ſeen their Fates out-ated by a natural 
Death, 


And each of them to thee reſign his Wreath. 

In ſpite of Weakneſs and harſh Deſtiny, 
To reliſh Torment, and enjoy a Miſery : 

So to careſs a Doom, 

As make its Sufferings Delights become : 

So to triumph o'er Senſe and thy Diſeaſe, 

As amongſt Pains to revel in ſofc Eaſe : 

Theſe Wonders did thy Virtues worth enhance, 
And Sickneſs todry Martyrdom advance, 


XXXVIIE 
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XXX VIIL 
Yet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make't without the Dart. 
Only ſhe paus'd a while with Wonder ſtrook, 

A while ſhe doubted if thatDeſtiny was thine, 

And turn'd o'er again the dreadful Book, 
And hop'd ſhe had miſtook ; 
And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line, 
But dire Neceſſity 
Soon cry'd 'twas thee, 
And bad her pive the fatal Blow. 

Strait ſhe obeys, and ſtrait the vital Powers grow 
Too weak to grapple with a ſtronger Foc, 
And now the iceble Strife torgoe. 

Life's fap'd Foundation every Moment ſinks, 
And every Breath to leſſer compals ſhrinks; 
Laſt panting Gaſps grow weaker each Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound: 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 


Ready to uſher in Eternal Night. 
XXXI1K 
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XXXIX. 
Yet here thy Courage taught thee to out-brave 
All the ſlight Horrors of the Grave: 
Pale Death's Arreſt 
Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaft ; 
Nor could it in the dreadfulſt Figure dreſt. 
That ugly Skeleton may guilty Spirits daunt, 


When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 


ay with bold Innocence thou couldſt that Mormo 
are, 


And on the bare-fac'd King of Terrors ſtare, 
As free from all Effe&sas from the cauſe of Fear. 
Thy Soul fo willing from thy Body went, 
As if both parted by Conſent. 
No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, 
Only a Sigh, a Groan, and ſo away. 
| Death ſeem'd to glide with Pleaſure in, 
As if in this Senſe too 't had loſt her Sting. 
Like ſome well-a&ted Coriedy Lite ſwiftly paſt, 
And ended juſt fo ſtill and ſweet at laſt. 


Thou 
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Thou like its Afors, ſeem'dſi in borrow'd Habit 
here beneath, 


And couldfſt, as eaſily 
As they do that, put off Mortality. 


Thou Breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common 
Breath, 


As unconcernd as they arc in a feigned Death. | 
X L. 
Go happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 
Joytul to ſhine with thy bright Company : 
Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 
And make it brighter by another Star : 
Yet ſtop not there, till chou advance yet higher, | 
Till thou art ſwallow'd quite 
In the vaſt unexhauſted Ocean of Delight: 
Delight, which there alone in its true Eſtence is, 
Whete Saints keep ancternal Carnival of Bliſs: 
Where the Regalio's of refined Joy, 
Which fill. but never cloy, 
Where Pleaſures ever grawing, ever new; 
Immortal as thy ſelt, and boundleſs toos 


There 
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There may'ſt thou learned by Compendium 
grow ; 


For which in vain below 
Weſomuchrtime,and ſo much pains beſtow. 
There may'ſt thou all 7dea's fee, 
All wonders which in Knowledg be 
In that fair beatifick mirror of the Deity. 
X LI. 
Mean while thy Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. 
Tho' dead, it yet retains ſome untoucht Grace, 
Wherein we may thy Soul's fair Foot-ſteps trace z 
Which no Diſeaſe can frighten from its wonted place: 
Een its Deformities do thee become, 
And only ſerye to conſecrate thy Doom. 
Thoſe marks of Death which did its Surface ſtain 
Now hallow, not profane. 
Each Spot does to a Ruby turn; 
What ſoil'd but now, would now adorn. 
Thoſe Aſterisks placd inthe Margin of thy Skin 


Point 
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Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within : 


Thy leſter, like the greater World appears 


| All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 


So Indian Luxury when it would be trim, 


Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 


Thus amongſt ancient Picts Nobility 
In Blemiſhes did lie ; 


| Eachby his Spots more honorablegrew, 


And from their Storea greater Value drew : 


Their Kings were known by th' Royal Stains they 
bore, l 


And in their Skins their Ermin wore. 
XLII. 


Thy Blood where Death triumph'd in greateſt 
State, 


Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of Tyrant-Fate, 
And all thy Body o'er 
Its ruling Colours bore : + | 
That which infe&cd with the noxious 11] 
But late] y helpd to kill, 
Whoſe Circulation faral grew. 


Atd | 
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And thro' each part a ſwifter Ruin rchrew. 
Now conſcious, - its own Murther would afraign, 
And throngs to'fally our at every Vein. 

Each Drop a:tedder' than its native Dye puts on, 
As if in its own'Bluſhes *twould irs Guile atone. 
A ſacred Rubtick does thy Carcaſs paint, 

And Death in every Member writes the Saint. ' 
So Phoebus cloaths his dying Rays each Night, 
And bluſhes he can live no longer to give Light. 
LXIIT. 

Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have 
Like their own Carcaſtes a Grave, 
1.ct them with vain Expence adorn 

Some coſtly Urn, 

: Which ſhortly,like themſelves,ro Duſt ſhall cucn, 
| Here lacks no Carian Sepulchre, 

Which Ruin ſhall ere long in its own Tombnterr. 

No fond Zgyptian Fabrick built ſo high 

As if *twould climb the Sky, 

And thence reach Immortality, 


I Thy 
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Thy Virtues ſhall embalm thy Name, 
And makd ic laſting agthe Breath of Fame. 
| When, frailer Braſs 
Shall moulder by a quick Decreaſe ; 
When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 
And to the Jaws of Time become a Prey. 


Thy Praiſe ſhall live,- when Graves ſhall buricd lie, 
Till Time it ſelt ſhall die, 
And yield its triple Empire to Eternity. 
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To the Memory of that worthy Gentle. 
man, Mr. Harman Atwood. 


PINDARIQUE. 


I 


Noo, I'll no morerepine at Deſtiny, 
Now we poor common Morrtals are content to die, 
When thee, bleſt Saint, we cold and breathleſs lee, 
Thee, who it ought thar's great and braye, 
Ought thar is excellent might ſave, 
Had juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
And cancel]'d the black irreverſible Decree. 
Thou didſt aloneſuch Worth,ſuch Goodneſs ſhare 
As well deſcry'd to be immortal here; 
L (wear. 
Deſerve a Life as laſting as the Fame thou art ro 
Artleaſt, why wear thy Soul withour its Mate? 


I 2 Why 
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Why did they not together undivided go ? 


So went (we're told) the fam'd Illuſtrious Two. 


(Nor could they greater Merits ſhew, 


Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs thar, 


And this the beſt of Prophets was) 


Heav'n did alive the bleſſed Pair tranſlate ; 


Alive they launch'd into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 


And never paſt Death's Straights and narrow Scas 3 


Ne'er enter'd the dark gloomy Thorowfare of Fate. 


Il. 


Long time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 


And felt a general tho' unjuſt Diſdain, 

Anupright Lawyer Contradi&tion ſeem'd, 

And was at [caſt a Prodigy cſtecm'd. 

It one perhaps did in an Ageappear, 

He was recorded like ſome Blazing Star ; 
And Statues were ereCted to the wondrous Man, 
As herctoforc to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 


To thce the numerous Calling all its thanks {hould 


give, 
To 
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To thee who couldit alone its loſt Reputeretrieve. 
Thou the vaſt wide extremes didſt reconcile, 
The firſt,almoſt,c'er raught ir was not to beguile, 
To cach thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, 
Ev'n Juſtice might her ſelf correct her Scales by thee. 
And none did now regret 
Her once bewail'd Retreat, 
Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy. 
Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in mind, 
And Chronicle the beſt of all the kind : 
The belt cer ſince the man that gave 
Our ſuffering God a Grave ; 
(That God who living no Abode could find, 
Tho' he the World had made, and was to fave) 
Embalming him, he did embalm his Memory, 
And makeit from Corruption free: hs, 
Thoſe Odors kindly lent perfum'd the Breath of 
And fixt alaſting Fragrancy upon his Name; 


And rais'd it with his Saviour to an Immortality. 


I 3 II. Hence 
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IT]. 


Hence the ſtale muſty Paradox of equal Souls, 


Thar ancient vulgar Error of the Schools, 


Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and chinking Fools, 


Here might they find their fecble Argumentso'cr- 
thrown : 


Here might the grave Diſputers find 
Themſelves all baftl'd by a fingle Mind, 


And ſce one valtly larger than their own, 


Tho all of theirs were mixt in one. 


A Soul as great as e'cr vouchſat *d to be 


Inhabiccr in low Mortality ; 
As cer th Almighty Artiſt labour'd to infuſe, 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chuſe ; 
With his own Image ſtampr it fair, 
And bid it everthe Divine Impreſiton wear; 
And fo it did, ſo purc, ſo well, 
Ve nard!ycould believe him ofthe Race that fell: 


te frorleſs Kill, and ill ſo good, 


AS 
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As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. 

Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born : 
It never did' repfoach its Birth, 

By valuing ought of baſe or meancr worth, 


But look'd on earthl y Grandeur with Coatempt and 
(Scorn, 


I'V. 


Like his All-great Creator, who- 
Can only by diffuſing greater grow : * | 
He made his chiefeſt Glory ro communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Attribute to imitate. 
So kind, ſogenerous, and fo free, 
As if he only liv'd in Courrceſie. 
To be unhappy did his Piry claim, 
Only to want it did deſerve the fame : (Miſery. 
Nor lack'd there other Rhetorick than Innocence and 
His unconfin'd unhoarded Store 
Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the poor ; 
And whatloc'er in pious Acts went out 


He did in his own Inventory pur : 


I 4 
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For well.the wiſe and prudent Banker knew 


His Gracious Sovercign aboye would all repay, 


And all th” expences of his Charity defray; 


And ſo he did, both Principal and Intereſt too, 


And he by holy Prodigality more wealthy grew, 


Such, and ſo univerſal is the Influence 


Which the kind bounteous Sun does herediſpente: 


With an unwearicd indefatigable Race, 


He travels round the World cach day, 


And.vilits all Mankind, and every place, 


And ſcatters Light and Bleſſings all the way. 


Tho' he each hour new Beams expend, 


Yet docs he not like waſting Tapers ſpend. 


. Tho' he ten thouſand years disburſe in Light, 


'The boundleſs Stock can never be exhauſted quite, 


V. 


Nor was his Bounty ſtinted or deſign'd, 


As theirs who only partially are kind ; 


Oc give wherethey Return expett to find : 


But 
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Bur like his Soul, its fair Original: 
'Twas all in all, 
And all in every parr, 
Silent as his Devotion, open as his Heart. 
Brib'd with the Pleaſure to oblige and pratifie, 
As Airand Sunſhine he diſpos'd his Kindneſs free, 
Yet ſcorn'd Requitals, and worſe hated Flattery, 
And all obſequious Pomp of vain formality, 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow 
Its Favors on our undeſerving Race below 3 
Confer'd on all its loyal Votaries 3 
Confer'd alike on its rebellious Encmies. 
To it alone our All we owe, 
All that weare and are to be, 
Each Art and Science toits Liberality, 
And this ſame trifling jingling thing call'd Poetry. 
Yer the preat Donor does no coſ}ly Gratitude re- 
No Charge of Sacrifice deſire ; "—_ 
Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombs to raiſe, 


AS heretofore, 
To 
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To make his Alrars float with recking Gore. 


A ſmall Return the mighty Debt and Duty pays, 


Ev'n the cheap humble Off ring of worthleſs Thanks 
and Praiſc. 


I'V. 


(ſlum, 
But how, bleſt Saint, ſhall I thy numerous Virtues 


If one or two take up this room 2 
To what vaſt Bulk muſt the full 4udir come 2 
_Asthat bolg Hand that drew the faireſt Deity, 
Had many naked Bcauries by, (Line, 
And took from each a ſeveral Grace, and Air, and 


And all in one Epitome did zjoyn 


To paint his bright Immortal in a Form Divine : 


So muſt I do to frame thy CharaQter. 


Fil think whatever Men can good and loyely call, 


And then abridpe ir all, 


And crowd, and mix the various /{za's there; 


And yer art laſt of a juſt Praiſe deſpair, 


Whatever ancient Worthies boaſt, 


Which 
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Which made themſelves and Poets their Deſcribers 
great, 
(ate ; 
From whence old Zeal did Gods and Shrines cre- 
Thou hadit thy elf alone engroſt, 
(meet: 
And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did 
And future Ages, when they eminent Virtues ſee, 
| (If any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Virtue own, 
Without the Fear of being far our-done) 
Shall count 'em all bur Legacy, 
Which from the Strength of thy Example flow, 


And thy fair Copy in a leſs corrett Edition ſhow. 


VII. 
Religion over all did a juſt Condudtt claim, 


No falſe Religion which from Cuſtom came, 
Which toits Font and Country only ow'd its Name: 
No Iflue of devout and zealous Ignorance, 


Or the more dull Effet of Chance ; 


But *twasa firm well-grounded Piety, 


Thax 
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That knew all that it did believe, and why ; 
And for the glorious Cauſe durſt die, 
And durſt out-ſuffer ancient Martyrology. 
So knit and interwoven with its being ſo, 


Moſt thought it did not from his Duty, but his Na- 
ture flow. 


Exalted far above the vain ſmall Attacks of Wit, 
And all that vile gay lewd Buffoons can bring, 

Who try by little Railleries to ruin it, (ching 

And jeer't into an unreguarded poor defencelels 
The Men of Sence who in Confederacy join 


Todamn Religion, had they view'd but thine, 
They'd have conteſt it pure, confeſt it all divine, 
And tree from all Pretences of Impoſture or Deſign. 


Powrtul enough to counter-aCt lewd Poets and 
the Stage, 


And Proſelyteas faſt as rhey debauch the Ape; 


So good, it mightalone a guilty condemn'd World 
reprieve, 


Should a deſtroying Angel ſtand 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
: Ready 


Mr. Harman Atwood. 125 


Ready the bidden Stroke to give; 


Or a new Deluge threaten this and every Land. 
VIIL 


Religion once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 

Which all the Epithers of Gentleneſs did claim, 
Late prov'd the Source of Faction and inteſtine 

Like theFair teeming Hebrew,ſhe (Jars: 
Did travel with a wrangling Progeny, 

And harbor'd in her Bowels Fewds and Civil Wars, 
Surly, uncomplaiſant, and rough ſhe grew, 
And of a ſoft and cafie Miſtris turn'd a Shrew. 
Paſſion and Anger went for marks of Grace, h 

And looks detorm'd and ullen fanCtifyed a Face. 


Thou firſt its meek and primitive Temper didſt 
reſtore, 


Firſt ſhew'dſt how men were pious heretofore : 
The gall-leſs Dove, which otherwhere could find no 
_ Early retreated to its Ark, thy Breaſt, (ou 
And ſtraight the ſwelling Waves decreaſt 


And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſſions ceaſt, 


Like 
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Like Winds and Storms where ſome fair Zalcyoy 
builds her Neſt. 


No overheating Zeal did thee inſpire, 
But 'twas a kindly pentle Fire, 
To warm, but not devour, 
And only did refine, and make more pure : 
Such is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt A- 
The Reſidence and Palace of our God. —_ 
And ſuch was that bright unconſuming Flame, 
So mild, ſo harmleſs and fo tame, 
Which heretofore ith' Buſh to Moſes came: 
Art firſt the Viſion did the wondring Prophet 
ſcare, (Fear, 
But when the voice had check'd his needleſs 


He bow'd and worſhipp'd and conteſt the Deity was 
(there. 
I X. 
Hail Saint Triumphant ! hail Heav'ns happy Gueſt. 
Hail new Inhabitant amongſt the bleſt ! 
MethinksI ſee kind Spirits in convoy meert, 
And with loud Welcomes thy Arriyal greet. 
Who, 
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Who, could they grieve, would go with Grief 


away 
Toſeea Soul more white, more pure than they: 
By them thou'rt led on high 
To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity. 


Where circulating Pleafures make an endleſs 
Round 


To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no Bound, 
Pertect unmixt Delights without Alloy, 
And whatſoc'er does earthly Bliſs annoy, 
Which ofc does in Fruition Pall and oft'ner Cloy : 
Where Being is no longer Lite but Extaſie, 
Burt one long Tranſport of unutterable Joy, 
A Joy abovethe boldeſt flights of daring verſe, 
Andall a Muſe unglorifyed can fancy or rehearſe: 
There happy Thou 
From 'Troubles and the buſtling toil of Buſt- 
neſs tree, (low, 
From noiſe and zracas of tumultuous Lite be- 


Enjoy'ſt the ſtill and calm Vacationof Eternity. 


FINIS. 


